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PREFACE. 



These Sketches originated in a desire to add 
something, though but little, to the christian 
reading for the young, whereby they are 
early led to discern the importance of reli- 
gion and the beauty of a life devoted to the 
best ends. The writer thought there was a 
promise of doing some good by a representa- 
tion of the christian virtues under the idea of 
Graces, and exhibiting the beauty of each in 
a character. How far she has succeeded, 
the reader must judge. 

This volume is not the product of abun- 
dant leisure in quiet retirement, but of the 
hourly suspension of domestic duties, cares 
and anxieties ; and it would not have been 
undertaken had not the writer been encour- 
aged by the belief that this employment of 
her leisure moments would be blessed of God 
to some readers. 

Marblehead^ Mats. August 1841. 
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CHAPTER I. 

introbtirtcrg. 

* And who are wise, and who are beautiful ? 
They only who have learned at Jesus' feet, 
And in their lives show that they well have learned. 
All other wisdom's vain — all other grace 
Will perish, not survive the grave. Seek thou 
That wisdom, and that beauty make thy crown 
Of light, and loveliness, and grace.' 

A TRIE is known by its fruits ; a flower by its 
perfume ; a scene by its associations ; and each 
becomes welcome and dear to the vision in pro- 
portion to the delicacies it yields, and the sweet 
memories it ofiers us. Though the tree may be 
rude and unsightly, still it may have received 
and may yield the ingrafted fruit; though the 
flower be simple and lowly, still it may shed a 

1 
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sweet odor that will win and attract even the 
high minded and the careless ; and though the 
landscape be wild and desolate, still innocent 
childhood may have trodden there, and left prints 
and marks of beauty where the spirit first receiv- 
ed its holy and heavenly aspirations. So with 
the christian graces enshrined in the human 
heart; they give beauty and loveliness not of 
earth, and light and joy where the world would 
put but darkness and sorrow. It gives new 
charms to the gentle and spirit-stirring graces of 
Christianity, to compare them with the graces of 
heathenism ; for while the first are but the dreams 
and visions of the poet, visiting him but in Ely- 
sium fields, amid nodding flowers and gentle 
breezes, when above him are unclouded skies, 
but forsake him when he would mingle with the 
cares and turmoil of the world ; the other, though 
their course is ever heavenward, and their eye 
ever raised above, are still the sweetest and most 
welcome in the daily cares and duties of life ; 
and when temptations assail, or friends forsake 
us, or sickness prostrates, they are near to com- 
fort and support. 

When we search for the beauty and perfection 
of the heathen graces, we find them ideal ; give 
them the soul and spirit of Christianity and how 
lovely, how much to be desired above gold, they 
become. Among the ancients, according to one 
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writer, to the Graces were committed the minis- 
tries by which everything beautiful and agreea- 
ble came ; and through whom alone man became 
wise and glorious. Another conceived them as 
forming a numerous troop of goddesses, whose 
office it was to make happy the days of the im- 
mortals. According to another, they were an 
emblem of the disposition to please, and to ren- 
der social intercourse agreeable by gaiety and po- 
liteness. They not only improved corporeal 
charms, but had an influence also upon music, 
eloquence, poetry and other arts, and the execu- 
tion of acts of benevolence and kindness were 
likewise superintended by them. They are fre* 
quently represented as beautiful young virgins, 
commonly grouped, and holding each other by 
the hand. All these powers are truly possessed 
by the christian graces, and when they have 
touched the heart, their influence is seen, as 
though by magic, lighting up the dullest eye and 
giving joy to the gloomiest countenance. It is 
indeed through them that man becomes wise in 
that which is good, and glorious as an image and 
follower of the blessed Savior. They do make 
happy the mortal existence, and by living in the 
exercise of their requirements, a foretaste of the 
joys and blessedness of immortality will be their 
bestowment. They impart those kindly and 
tender feelings that will make us strive to please 
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and make happy those around us, and give a live- 
liness and joy to the social circle. They are the 
sure source of the only true politeness ; and as 
the language of gentility is given to a sweet flow- 
er, because it pleases and charms all by its varie- 
ty of forms and colors, so should true grace and 
gentility be recognized as springing from the 
sweet root of piety, whose fruits are of the 
form and variety to win the heart, and temper 
and subdue the mental appetite. They improve 
corporeal charms, and give comeliness and beau- 
ty their sweetest expressions ; and even where 
beauty dwelleth not, we will often feel her pres- 
ence, and look on the kindling eye of love, the 
glowing cheek of modesty and candor, the brow 
of honesty and benevolence, and feel she has left 
her spirit, though her form be far from our vision, 
— so lovely is holiness. To music they give the 
softest and sweetest tones, wafting us on the 
wings of melody to the spirit-land, where dwell 
the holy and heavenly choir — the band that we 
shall join when our earthly pilgrimage is ended, 
and where we shall chant the praises of our Fa- 
ther forever. To eloquence they give the lip of 
truth, the eye of love, and soul of heaven-bom 
glorious freedom — the power to draw the way- 
ward and fix there the deepest and best impres- 
sions. They give to poetry the most thrilling 
strains that touch and vibrate on * the electric 
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chain' that binds our sympathies, and long will 
its sweet magnetism enchain the heart and draw 
it from sin and error. Deeds and acts of benevo- 
lence must be guided by them, and though the 
voice of gratitude oft greets us, and the dear 'God 
bless you' ! is oft our benison, they should keep 
far from us the feeling of, * Stand by, I am holier 
than thou,' and preserve a spirit of modesty and 
meekness, that will make us pray to become 
humble and Christ-like. The ideal graces are 
grouped as beautiful young virgins, so let us group 
the fruit of the spirit, — Love, Joy, Peace, Long- 
suffering, Gentleness, Goodness, Faith, Meekness, 
and Temperance ; and beautiful in holiness will 
they ever stand, and youthful in innocence and 
simplicity will ever be the heart that links itself 
unto them. 

The graces of Christianity will alike befit the 
lowly and unintellectual, and the noble and culti- 
vated mind; they will soothe and sustain the 
gentlest, and restrain the reckless and careless 
spirit ; and they will make joyous and peaceful 
the inner, and beauteous and cheerful the outer 
temple of our natures. 

I have lately read a little French story, that 
will serve as a trite illustration of the power of 
indwelling loveliness. It was of a young maiden 
whose personal appearance was so unprepossess- 
ing—HSO absolutely ugly, that she received the 

1* 
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universal appellation, * La vilaine tete ;' but she 
heeded it not, and deemed it just when she hap- 
pened to glance in the smooth pond by her grand- 
mother's door. She went on her way, however, 
as the most favored of beings, and her readiness 
to oblige, her patience with the restless, her sym- 
pathy with the afflicted, and her meekness and 
devotion, won all hearts, and her ugly features 
were forgotten, or totally eclipsed by the power 
of goodness. The youths and maidens brought 
for her the earliest and sweetest flowers, and 
crowned her queen of the Virtues if not of the 
Graces. When the Vendeans — her countrymen — 
were driven from their homes during the revolu- 
tion, and exposed to cruel and torturing deaths, a 
young soldier, in remembrance of a kindness she 
once extended towards him at the risk of her life, 
gratefully took her to his heart and home, though 
beauty and fortune smiled upon him and strongly 
tempted him to forsake her, and he shielded and 
loved her through a long and happy life. 

I may here introduce with profit, an incident 
in the life of Madame Roland, to show how one 
act, that has sympathy with the christian spirit, 
can make us forget much inward deformity, and 
to show us also if she had cultivated that spirit 
earlier in life, how different and nobler would 
have been the character of her history. In the 
cart which ccmveyed her to the scaffold, was an- 



THE CHRISTIAN GRACES. 11 

Other victim, who appeared in the deepest dejec- 
tion and despondency in view of his fate ; instead 
of murmuring and desponding with him, the he- 
roic lady endeavored by her cheerfulness to win 
him from his griefs, and even succeeded in draw- 
ing a smile from him. When arrived at the place 
of execution, fearing that the sight of her blood 
would destroy the little courage she had infused 
into him, she begged of the executioner that he 
might suffer first. Her request was denied, as 
he had orders to despatch her first ; ' but surely,' 
said she, ' as a Frenchman you are too gallant to 
refuse the last request of a lady V Thewippeal was 
effectual, and unappailed by the hideous sight, 
she awaited her fate, and submitted to it with 
the utmost calmness. What a principle of in- 
ward strength and kindness was here revealed as 
existing I What holy power would it have given 
to her character had she cultivated it aright ! 

I have thought that as examples and illustra- 
tions are so convincing to the young mind, and 
take so much deeper hold on the memory than 
plain precepts, that the effort might not be whol- 
ly unavailing, though feeble and inefficient, to 
place before them scenes and characters that shall 
illustrate each of the christian graces ; and make 
them to feel that though young and inexperien- 
ced, they can comprehend the precepts and re- 
quirements of the gospel, as readily as the learn- 
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ed and cultivated ; and bring to their young minds 
the thought that the path of the just lies through 
the common path of every day life, and mingles 
with and descends to the most common and tri- 
vial duty that awaits us. An illustration to the 
young mind, is as far before an argument, as sight 
in viewing a landscape is before description ; the 
beauty and power are felt, where before they 
were only imagined. Take for example the life 
of Howard. We might write a long treatise on 
the beauty, worth, and power of benevolence, 
and the mind would admire ; but the sympathies 
would not be drawn out so strongly as by placing 
before that mind a picture of the philanthropist 
with his deeds of love, and the objects he came 
near, comforted and restored to peace and virtue. 
By the latter, emulation is excited as it is not by 
the other. 

With the hope that my effort may not be inef- 
fectual, I will strive to excite in the young breast 
a spirit of emulation towards christian and holy 
acts. 
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CHAPTER II. 

£ot)e. 

* Love was to her impassioned soul 
Not, as with others, a mere part 

Of its existence, but the whole — 
The very life breath of her heart.' 

* Pshaw girls ! don't always be reading that 
trash/ exclaimed our gniff uncle, who had acci- 
dentally overheard cousin Lucy reading aloud to 
me a vivid description of western scenery — grand 
and beautiful. ' Your poets and painters,' con- 
tinued he, * are always filling your heads full of 
strange scenes and sights, that never did and 
never will exist, save in their own crazy brains ; 
for hav'n't I traversed the whole country over, 
and hav'n't met with any of those places yet.' 

* Ah, uncle !' I replied, * you are too much of 
a Utilitarian to discern those beauties when be- 
fore your sight. If you see a field or lawn of 
our rare precious flowers, you know you long to 
plough up < the useless things,' as you call them, 
and see in their stead a good potato plat. The 
dark green forest, you long to prostrate, and have 
waving there the heavy grain. Every babbling 
brook and silvery lake, you would make to turn 
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the wheel, and the rattle and hum of business, 
would be better music for you.' 

Uncle Philip is one of those of the old school 
who love, in the plenitude of concealed good 
humor, to test all things in fashion now, by what 
was good and useful in olden time, as though 
they did not remember the lapse of years and the 
changes of the past. There are many who gruf- 
fly condemn many of the notions of the present 
age, and yet are inwardly pleased with them, and 
yet who would never dream of using deception. 
In their love of the past, they habitually speak 
against much peculiar to the present, while their 
feelings are much more reconciled to the present 
than their speech would indicate. Of such was 
Uncle Philip; and anxious as I was to show 
cousin Lucy that he was not so grufif as he seem- 
ed to be, I said — * We'll shut the book, and do, 
uncle, take your cane and join us in a ramble. I 
know we shall show you a spot you will call use- 
ful, though it be beautiful and romantic as poet 
could wish.' 

There — we will step out of the main road into 
this pretty green lane, and that's one of its ad- 
vantages. It has wooed many an equestrian from 
the dusty highway, and rested the tired animal, 
while the dismounted traveler was gazing around, 
brushing in the long grass his soiled sandals, or 
seeking for flowers which are always blooming 
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here. There — ^look yonder by that great elm, 
near the little spring that waters the roots, — 
there is the cottage. Now, uncle, don't frown 
because that woodbine is scrambling all over the 
front, scratching the paint off. Don't you see it 
serves the place of blinds — and better than the 
creaking and slamming ones that keep all awake 
through the windy night, and no one would think 
that the house wants painting while that looks 
so green and pretty. And there is the flower 
garden ! I'm sure you would not call that use- 
less, if you knew how its boquets have cheered 
the room of many an invalid, whose eyes were 
denied the pleasure of looking on the beautiful 
earth, or how its rare exotics were transferred to 
many a young lady's herbarium and her mind ex- 
ercised to analyze them, and the knowledge and 
instruction she thereby gained ; and even the lit- 
tle children, as they go skipping from the gate 
with a fresh rose or pink in their tiny fingers, 
will bear testimony that aunt Amy's garden is of 
the utmost importance. I know the birds would 
sing her praise had they speech for the human 
ear, for see there the bits of cotton she has at- 
tached to those peach trees to help them build 
their nests. O, uncle, she loves all God's crea- 
tures and his works, and you cannot but see that 
in the happy and benign look she ever wears. 
Uncle Philip quickened his pace as aunt Amy 
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came out to welcome us. 'There, Lucy, that 
kind welcome has toached his really tender 
heart. We need not fear for his further enter- 
tainment, and while he is regaling himself on the 
cake and milk aunt Amy has always ready, and 
discussing the news, the crops, and the dairy, let 
us sit in yon leafy hower and I will tell you the 
tale you long to hear ; for aunt Amy's face is not 
one that you would pass hy hastily, without wish- 
ing to know her character.' 

' Aunt Amy will readily excuse us, for she 
knows my love of her garden and bower. When 
she was young like ourselves, Lucy, she was left 
much alone to indulge in her own dreams and 
fancies, for her mother died while she was but a 
child, and left her to the care of an indulgent, but 
unprincipled father. Her love of knowledge was 
gratified by the instructions of the best schools, 
and she drank deep at the fount of literature and 
science ; but hers was a sensitive and imagina- 
tive mind, and she felt the desire, the need, the 
strong yearning for a ftith, a hope, and a love, 
that should not be bounded by earthly limits and 
restraints. But when she sought for a spiritual 
guide, there was none but of the sterner cast, and 
her warm and ardent heart was chilled and 
cramped by a narrow faith, a too limited hope, 
and a partial love. She grew selfish and morose, 
and studiously shunned the society of her fellow 
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beings, almost despairing of ever being able by 
any effort to raise them from their deplorable 
state, to that knowledge and virtue that should 
fit them to be heirs of immortal good. But she 
did not utterly despair, but retained a hold on 
the strong staff, and reverenced the holy and 
blessed guide of the Word, and after many strug- 
gles, doubts, and fears, her heart reposed its trust 
in the faith which gives rest to the whole in- 
ward being, and which became thenceforth her 
companion to cheer, strengthen, and bless. When 
the truth burst upon her mind of her spiritual 
relationship to every child of God, and like them 
the object of eternal love, love was infused into 
every power of her soul, influenced every action 
of her mind, and went abroad from her to all the 
world, ever prompting to deeds of kindness and 
philanthropy. Little kindnesses became the small 
gold of social life ; and none were raised too high, 
or sunk too low, for her sympathies to reach ; 
and since that sweet and precious conviction that 
made her feel she was a child of God, her whole 
life has been * one tissue of love-wrought piety.' 
Amy had never felt the sympathies of a true 
parent's love and watchfulness ; as her father, 
engrossed in the cares of a perplexing business 
and too often betrayed into the wilds of dissipa- 
tion, had sadly neglected her society, and she, 
while in the indulgence of day-dreams, had wan- 

2 



18 THE FRUIT OF THE SPIRIT: OR, 

dered so far from him, and so slightly mingled 
his image amid the imagery of her mind, that 
between father and daughter there was almost an 
estrangement. But now she cast all feelings of 
reproach aside, and, with a heart filled with faith 
and hope, she sought guidance of heaven, and 
following the gentle and sweet example of him 
who ' went about doing good,' she put forth her 
utmost exertions and patiently awaited for the 
heaven ordained fruits. Ah! Lucy, shouldn't 
you think it an act of great self-denial, to relin- 
quish the resources of enjoyment and the refined 
pleasures of a cultivated mind, and become sub- 
servient to the will of one whose dictations were 
uncongenial and often repulsive to your tastes and 
feelings? But it was, comparatively, no burden to 
her who took it upon herself with heart and soul 
engaged and desirous of doing good. O is it not 
strange how callous and hard the human heart 
will become from a long and intimate acquaint- 
ance with sin I And, O Lucy, the seared con- 
science too, that is often the effect of it ! Who, 
who would not pity such an one, and pray to be 
preserved from it — from the hours of misery — 
the deep and bitter anguish, and the mental con- 
flict that must have been endured, ere the sensi- 
bilities could have become so cold ! To what a 
blissful life is the soul made dead !' 

* That cruel parent received all her kind atten- 
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tioDs with the utmost indifference, — ^hasty, rash, 
and petulent ; and when be found she persevered 
in her acts of kindness and filial love, he took 
advantage of it, and imposed upon her what we 
should call weary and burdensome tasks. Yet 
there was no sinking in her heart, for her eye 
was kept full and clear on the bright star — the 
christian's star, Lucy, which lights and beau- 
tifies many a rough and rugged path. She had 
many memories too, that love sought out to cheer 
her, — sweet memories of childhood's days, when 
her father took her on his knee, parted the curls 
on her brow, and told her pretty tales, and sang 
pretty ballads for her ; and she thought of the 
nights too, how when she had lisped her baby 
hymn, he would lay her cheek to his, and with 
moistened eye bid her good night ! Perhaps she 
had not recalled this revealment of feeling for 
years, but now it came with fresh power over 
her, and love cherished it as a sure token of re- 
turn and sympathy.' 

* The grace of her person (for all the villagers 
bear testimony to aunt Amy's once bright eyes, 
glossy hair, fair and rounded form) attracted ma- 
ny admirers, as personal charms ever will, you 
know, Lucy, and more particularly in a lady than 
a gentleman. I don't think, seriously, that our 
sex prize so highly personal charms as the other, 
in the choice of a companion. We love more 
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the mind and heart in which we can place our 
trust and confidence, and the intellect that we 
can be proud of, if we cannot wholly sympathy 
with it. But none won Amy, or knew how to 
wear near his heart her charms and grace, until 
Robert Oliver — the good and noble— came to the 
village. Her devotion to her father attracted him, 
and that attraction could not but. deepen into love 
when day by day her excellences were gradually 
unfolded to him, and he could from peculiarities 
in his own history sympathize so well in a faith 
and in works like hers. In him, soon as acquaint- 
ance ripened into an affectionate familiarity, she 
found a true spiritual guide and comforter in her 
task. She loved him, Lucy, as hearts like hers 
alone can love, and they were happy. But duty 
called him far away, and when he asked her to 
be his and go with him, she placed her hand 
confidingly in his, as a token of her tender love, 
and calmly, but sweetly, looking up into his face, 
answered — * But my father, Robert — my father I' 
The appeal was enough for his noble heart, for 
he had seen the old man oftentime of late watch 
for her approach, when she was absent, with the 
impatience of a child ; and when her. love and 
tenderness were manifested by a thousand little 
acts, he had seen the tear tremble in his eye, and 
he knew that the angels rejoiced over the repen- 
tant sinner, — why should his selfishness stop this 
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work of love — this patient fitting of the soul for 
its departure 1 Principle — religious principle, 
alone could have nerved his heart to prevent his 
importuning her, and enabled him to bear such a 
trial as was his to meet, and it did sustain him. 
He felt while her hand was in his, that her love 
was his forever — a voice from heaven could not 
have assured him more than the language he 
read in her eloquent eye, and he could not but 
rest convinced that time and space could never 
separate their mingling spirits. Their united 
prayers ascended to heaven — in the sight of an- 
gels their love was sealed, and they looked to a 
better world than this for its rest and joys. No 
doubts or fears were felt to disturb their 
thoughts, and thus they parted — in love, prayer, 
and trust. Severe was the conflict, but the an- 
gels smiled and approved, and sent peace into 
their hearts.' 

* This deed of love could not be long kept from 
her father, and he felt its power and blessed, yes, 
he blessed his daughter with the deep wrung 
tears of penitence ; and his gray hairs became a 
crown of glory, as, led by her, he found and 
walked in the way of righteousness. None oth- 
er friends had been near him, for he could call 
but very few mortals by that name ; and had his 
devoted daughter left him, he must have wretch- 
edly ended a weary life. Nothing was left un- 
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done by her that could have been done to add in 
the least to his comfort, and with her arm gently . 
and kindly sustaining him, he passed away in a 
cheerful old age/ 

* " And now where was Robert ?" I know you 
are thinking, Lucy. Do not think my story is 
too sad, because I say that amid cares and trials 
and labors for his fellow beings, in a distant land, 
he wore out his strength. His last words were 
those of deep and fervent love for Amy, and mes- 
sages of comfort and soothing words were pen- 
ned for her by his last trembling nerves. " Let 
your light still shine," wrote he ; " it will cheer 
you to your heavenly home. Despair not, be- 
loved, but trust on. We shall yet meet, and but 
a little while shall I be in the spirit-land before 
you. Think of me as happy and at rest in love 
— rest to be perfected when thou and 1 shall 
meet." Lucy, she did trust on, for she was 
not alone — her heart was in company with an- 
gels, who ministered unto her joys such as the 
world, with all its golden promises, could and 
can never give. Yet that world felt the influence 
of the power of those joys, through her deeds of 
untiri»Dg love. To her spiritual betrothed she 
indeed could say : 

* Thou art the star 
Round which my thoughts revolve like satellites.' 

But the light received by the satellites from their 
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mn, is not for themselves, but is shed on many a 
cheerless comer and dreary nook ; so the love 
that gathered fresh glory as she communed in 
spirit with her heavenly love, was extended to 
the needy and distressed, and into many a home 
did she bring light and joy by her kindness. Her 
father had left her a little fortune, but she would 
not content herself to lead a life of inactivity, and 
therefore she gathered around her the youth of 
our village, and became their teacher. Many a 
young maiden owes her first lessons of mental 
grace to aunt Amy ; and by her winning ways, 
and the attractions she gave to knowledge, she 
has laid the foundation for many an intellectually 
and morally great mind. And cultivated tastes, 
pleasing manners, and the charms of goodness, 
did she impart to her pupils, for love, Lucy, was 
the essence of all her actions.' 

* But I must pause, though I could be eloquent 
in her praise until the going down of the sun.' 
' And so you have been,' exclaimed Lucy. * See, 
the sun is just darting behind the hills, and its 
parting rays are more beautiful than its noon-day 
splendor.' ' Just so, Lucy, will aunt Amy go from 
us — smiling serenely and cheerfully, never tiring, 
and tinging all with the reflection of her love, 
until it shall be dravim to another sphere — ^holier 
and happier. But we must go into the house a 
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moment — ^uncle is doubtless impatient. Why I 
there he sits as comfortable as when we left him ! 
and a flower too in his hand! Bless aunt Amy again 
and again ! there never was a restless spirit in her 
presence. Come, uncle ! will you walk again V 
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CHAPTER III. 

log. 

< And if indeed 'tis not the outward state, 
But temper of the soul, by which we rate 
Sadness or Joy, — ^then let thy bosom move 
With noble thoughts, and wake thee into love ; 
Then let the feelings in thy breast be given 
To noble ends, — this sanctified by Heaven, 
And springing into life, — new life imparts 
Till thy frame beats as with a thousand hearts.* 

Beside our cottage door — murmuring, danciDg, 
and sparkling — ran a favorite little stream, which 
was the resort of playful childhood, to toss the 
mimic falls with the tiny foot, to sail thereon the 
little boat, bathe there the flushed and play-worn 
brow, and welcome to its banks the merry birds 
as they came and nestled among the sweet fringe 
of interwoven flowers, or 'dashed about and 
splashed about' in the clear and delicious waters. 
It was indeed a delightful resort through the 
long, bright spring days, flowing on as living 
music and joy ; but alas ! when the sun of sum- 
mer came down with burning thirst to the earth, 
the stream vanished from its channel, the birds 
came there no more, and the flowers drooped 
their languid heads in tender pity over the fickle- 
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ness of their early friend and favorite. Anon the 
generous rains would call it forth again, and for a 
while it would pursue its way rejoicing, but too 
soon would the * low hung clouds ' swell its cur- 
rent, and, careless of its gentle and slender friends, 
it would oversweep their abodes and leave them 
to weep at its petulance. Poor stream ! its 
source was uncertain, and its course was opposed 
by many obstructions. 

Not such was the brook in the neighboring 
wild-wood. Though its music was as joyous, 
and its meshes as silvery and sparkling — save 
where the dark green trees softened and subdu- 
ed its brightness — it was never weary of bestow- 
ing its gladdening and refreshing influences. 
There through the long sultry summer day it 
ran, and the tired little berry hunter would leap 
to find it in his pathway, while the lowing herd 
would nip the sweet grass on its banks, or bathe 
in its coolness ; and there too, in the interlaced, 
overhanging boughs, was the home of many 
wood-minstrels, who all the day would join their 
sweet notes with the music of the happy and 
active streamlet. No weeping floweret bowed 
there, but its verdant banks were gemmed with 
many sweet smiling ones. On — on it ran with 
gladness, for its supplies came from unfailing 
springs, and though lending its aid to refresh and 
strengthen the weary, or turn the busy wheel, 
its course was never stayed, but onward it went. 
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the very likeness of a pure spirit distributing 
blessings. Cherished stream ! often has the free 
intercourse with the world carried me to your 
£ivorite haunts, as events and characters have 
recalled your voices and varied aspect. 

As the fickle streamlet, is the gaiety of the 
maiden whose heart is in the world, whose ring- 
ing laugh is never heard, and whose feet never 
move with joyous activity, save when amuse- 
ments abound, and pleasure flows in its many tri- 
butaries ; who hath no rich and refreshing smiles 
when the heart is weary and troubled, and sighs 
for her sympathy and relief When grief comes 
to her, she is overwhelmed, and saddens all by 
her meanings and murmurings. Her joy spring- 
eth not from unfailing sources — from depths be- 
yond the reach of ali that can choke or impover- 
ish the waters. The slightest obstruction to the 
free and full flow of happiness overcomes her 
spirits, and her excessive indulgence in grief 
saddens and pains the friendly heart Alas ! the 
sweetest flowers of love bloom not in their full 
richness for her, for they are crushed in the time 
of budding beauty, by her careless and unskillful 
hands. No strains of exquisite and holy melody, 
from the mingling of pure thoughts with nature's 
harmonies, ever dwell on her ear, and her joy is 
but a shallow stream that dances and glitters 

3* 
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when the sunlight gleams, but departs when 
gloom resteth upon it. 

But to teach my spirit of a better and more 
continuous joy, a bright being hath passed before 
me, and left on my heart a sweet and holy influ- 
ence — one as gay, laughing, and joyous as the 
other, save that a calm, soft shadow of thought- 
fiilness rested on her open brow, giving assur- 
ance that the happy and bright current of feeling 
had a depth, and was from the ever living springs 
of holiness and love, and would never tire or for- 
sake its course, but ever continue on blessing and 
being blessed. Should we marvel that sweet 
flowers, the mint «nd fern, and the delicate trail- 
ing vines, were ever fresh and blooming on the 
banks of our wild-wood stream ? why should we, 
when there always flowed the refreshing and nu- 
tritive waters ? And no more should we marvel 
to look upon the sunny, joy wreathed brow, to 
witness the buoyant step, and the light-hearted 
playfulness of that pure being, whose heart was 
unsullied by secret faults, and whose pure feel- 
ings were ever gushing out to gladden, and radi- 
ating to illumine all with the light of her spirit's 
joy. High and holy communings with God and 
heaven, filled her with gratitude for the love and 
goodness she perceived manifested around her, 
and holy joy was ever on the wing in view of 
that blest abode for all her heart's treasures, and 
she pursued the path of duty with a free and 
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buoyant step, for without and within was perpet- 
ual sunshine. 

* Her heart's deep fountains could supply 
What all the world might her deny.' 

It was hers to read the book of nature, in true 

sympathy with the mind that wrote its mystic 

characters, and it was hers, with a heart of tuned 

chords, 

* To go abroad rejoicing in the joy 

Of beautiful and well created things ; 

To love the voice of water and the sheen 

Of sUver fountain leaping to the sea ; 

To thrill with the rich melody of birds 

Living their life of music ; to be glad 

In the gay sunshine, reverent in the storm ; 

To see a beauty in the stirring leaf. 

And find calm thoughts beneath the whispering tree ; 

To see, and hear, and breathe the evidence 

Of God's deep wisdom in the natural world.' 

Sweet Emilie! ere the bliss to understand, 
know, and love thee, were mine, the world told 
me thou wert gay and careless — a human butter- 
fly. They saw thy light and airy tread, heard 
the joyousness of thy laugh, saw thee sport with 
the young, and send the bright smile to the face 
of the aged or care-worn, and deemed thee a 
light, gay creature, unknown to sorrow, and un- 
thinkingly sporting on thy flowery path without 
any aflection for Him who showered blessings 
around thee. The world were never told of thy 
piety, but many hearts were made to feel it ! 

At a little rustic fete, of which Emilie was the 
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life and joy, I first became acquainted with her. 
We could not consider her too full of gaiety when 
we felt the cheerfulness which her presence in- 
spired, and knew how many were made glad by 
the magic of her activity. Here at one time we 
might find her with a smiling group, twining 
around the happy brows the freshly woven 
wreath ; at another, gliding over the smooth lake 
in the little boat, tossing the glittering drops at 
her friends, and singing sweet ballads to the mu- 
sic of the ' dipping oar ; ' then amid the distant 
foliage of the wood on the opposite bank glimpses 
of her figure were seen, in her green dress, her 
slight and active form seeming like a winged plant 
in contrast with the snowy drapery of her com- 
panions ; and soon was heard a voice of plaintive 
music near us, — for with gentle, winning grace 
she had left her sports with strange speed, and 
was now sitting beside a kind-looking old lady 
on a rustic seat she had formed for her. Her 
voice touched the chord of sympathy, for its 
tones were deep and full of feeling. As we drew 
near, her up-raised tearful eyes — seas of tender- 
ness — most eloquently expressed that she had 
found a prized companion. Her admiration and 
delight in the beauty of the scenery and moving 
gladness around, she had expressed to the aged 
dame, and immediately a fountain of poetic sen- 
timent was unsealed, and Emilie discovered the 
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existence of a young heart within a time-worn 
frame. ' It is a part of my religion/ said she to 
her young listener, 'it is heaven begun below, 
to go abroad among nature's works. I do some- 
times love to quit the busy, bustling crowd, and 
go among the dark green woods and whispering 
pines. The soft rays of the sunlight that steai 
down there are to me the smiles of God, and the 
rustling leaves are his whispers. If I am old, 
my feelings are always young and fresh there ; 
and, Emilie, if you cherish the love you now 
have for nature, you will always feel its joy-in- 
spiring influences.' She affectionately pressed 
the hand of her aged friend, and was about to 
respond when the calls of her gay companions 
would not permit her to remain, and with her 
heart full of the good seed — as the daily flower- 
ing of the kindly afiections proved — she pleas- 
antly joined her friends. 

It was from holy meditations that Emilie re- 
ceived the up-springing of joy, for not alone in 
the scenes of loveliness and excitement have the 
afiections been drawn to her and received the 
richest tokens of her holiness of heart. Did her 
spirits tire and faint when the pleasure of the 
day was past? Ask that beloved mother, of 
whose life she was the joy. She had listened 
with eagerness as the day waned for her light 
foot-&ll on the flowery sod beneath her window, 
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and welcomed her with a deeper delight than 
the student who had longed for and blessed the 
shades of evening, that discovered to his waiting 
eye his favorite star. Though her home wore 
an aspect of quietness and comfort, there were 
nameless offices that the love of Emilie alone 
knew how to perform ; and the mother's eye 
glistened with a deeper affection when these of^ 
fices were attended to, and the sweet one nest* 
led by her side to read words of truth and com- 
fort from the sacred volume — their home-hook* 
And then her brothers' return from business was 
another incentive to her love — unloosing new 
founts of joy within her. Their evening repast 
was made sweeter by her song and happy con- 
verse ; and though the weight of care sometimes 
rested on their brows from anxiety or fatigue, her 
tenderness and gaiety would soon remove it. 
In short, like the young maiden whose kindli- 
ness of heart, and steady pursuance of duty« se- 
cured for her the choicest gifts of the fairies, and 
by * home-thoughts, sweet and kind,' banished 
all imaginings of evil, Emilie would retire to her 
nightly pillow with the choicest gifts of heaven 
resting upon her spirit — the joy of indwelling 
. and active purity. 

The world often wondered why or how she 
eonld be so ftiU of animation and with spirits al- 
ways light, for they knew that she had her cares. 
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her wants, and her privations, like all other hu- 
man beings. But what were slight obstructions 
to the stream ? When once passed, they only ser- 
ved to make it bound with swifter and more mu- 
sical flow to its destination — the great receiver 
of its element. Her current of holy and heaven- 
ward feeling could never be long impeded, for 
communion with heaven gave it a full supply. 
Could we but mingle with her Sabbath devotions, 
see her in the never vacant seat, or surrounded 
by the little flock of her care, we should soon 
know from what altar the sacred fire within her 
was kindled, and how its flame was continuously 
fed. Guided by a watchful parent, she had early 
sought the temple of Truth, and sat and learned 
at the feet of Jesus ; but so silent and gentle 
were his precepts instilled into her being, that 
her own joy and deeds of ever-active and never- 
wearied love, were the only revealers of it. Re- 
ligion was to her 

* A rich elixir, clear and free ; 

'Twas drank, and never spent ; 
And proved what 'twas designed to be, 

Her spirit's element.' 

The doubter and misanthropic would shake their 
heads, and warn the confiding girl of dark hours, 
buried affections, and faithless friends, and speak 
of the world as * a vale of tears ; ' but she would 
let the clouds pass, and then point them to the 
Sun of Righteousness, whose healing beams were 
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ever upon her with vivifying power, changing 
the tears of the vale into broken rainbows. Yet 
she had seen the bereaved, and mingled tears of 
unfeigned and deep sympathy with them; she 
had bitterly mourned the return of the repentant 
to the evil course ; and the averted face and 
chilling speech of estranged affection, had also 
woke feelings of sadness ; but it all served to 
impress her with the instability of earthly pleas- 
ures, and made her more to value the waters that 
never grow bitter within the soul. The secret 
prayer of her soul was ever that she might be 
called to the better land ere the blight of sin 
should rest upon her, or she be left to mourn 
over the closed eye and sunken cheek of those 
dearer to her than life, or weep the coldness and 
neglect of those who then blessed her with the 
warmth and tenderness of true affection. * Oh, 
mother ! ' she would often exclaim, when secret 
converse on their holy faith and heavenly home 
had touched the springs which unlocked the 
treasures of her immortal mind, — * O mother, I 
cannot but sometimes long to go to that bright 
sphere where all is purity and joy. This is a 
delightful world to me, but in its richest dress 
and brightest beaming glories, it seems but a faint 
type of heaven's loveliness, and *' passing away " 
b no where written there.' 
Time that so fearfully changes many, passed 
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lightly by her, and left her heart its purity and 
her mind its treasures, while it added a new link 
to her affections, which seemed to bind her more 
to earth, and open a new spring of joyousness. 
It was hers to say, with one of our own sweet 
poets, — 

< My thoughts are all as pure and sweet 

As when I was a child, 
And all my bright imaginings 

Are just as free and wild ; 
And were it not for one bright link 

Within affection's chain, 
I'd wish to wander back in life. 

And be a child again.' 

She loved, and her pure love was returned. All 
the deep poetry of her nature that as yet had 
slumbered, was awakened; the fair earth became 
more beautiful, the tone of tenderness more mu- 
sical, and the kindly and benevolent impulses of 
her heart were more obeyed. In • giving her 
heart and hand to the chosen, she imparted to 
his home the sweet influence of her spiritual 
and unceasing joy. But how was the home of 
her childhood darkened ! and who or what could 
fill the void in the circle she was wont to glad- 
den and bless ! To the near hearts it was happi- 
ness to feel assured that though the sweet star 
had vanished from their sight, its cherished rays 
fell where they were as gladly welcomed and 
truly appreciated as by them. 
But did the busy cares of her enlarged circle 
4 
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of duties, withdraw the thoughts of Emilie from 
heaven and imperishable things, and centre them 
on the objects of love .around her? The instincts 
of her holy wisdom had taught her that ' mar- 
riage is a state which, once entered into, fills the 
whole sphere of a woman's moral and personal 
being, her enjoyments and her duties, dismissing 
none, adding many, and modifying all. Even 
those duties which it may seem to have left be- 
hind, it does but transfer ; say, rather, it re-im- 
poses and re-consecrates them, under yet dearer 
names.' New duties developed new powers, 
whose faithful exercise imparted joy, and * she 
loved for heaven, and heaven was still her home/ 
Blissful years flew on love's tireless wings, and 
life was to them 

* All poetry, to gentle measure set.' 
The parent's joys were granted them ; and the 
lively prattle, innocent gaiety, and winning af- 
fection of two sweet cherubs, were new sources 
of joy. And when they were growing up in the 
nice and beautiful mental and moral proportions 
of true excellence, angels were whispering to 
the mother words she alone could understand ; 
but the strange glow upon her cheek, and the 
spiritual radiance which was added to her eye, 
were read aright by the husband. Yet he never 
dared to breathe his fears to her ; nor did she 
ever venture to whisper what she felt was com- 
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ingi lest she should bring out bitter tears, which 
she had never yet caused to flow from his eyes* 

An intimate friend of Emilie's husband — a 
physician of eminence — visiting the city, tarried 
at their home^ and read with a trained eye the 
traces of disease, that was inwardly stealing 
away her life. He easily discovered that the 
husband was not aware of her real state, and felt 
bound to reveal it to him. It was a painful task, 
but was performed delicately. The shock was 
fearful to the husband, though he had thought 
much of her case and sometimes feared the worst 
But now one had spoken who, he felt, knew too 
much to be deceived, and his heart had a weight 
upon it that was never laid there before. 

The lip was nerved to speak to the beloved, 
and the sanctity of that communion of thought, 
feeling and afiection, forbids the attempt to pen 
its progress. Her spirit's joy still kept her coun- 
tenance illuminated, and her voice still spake 
words of comfort to him. * Heaven,' she would 
often say, * is too bright, beloved, to linger here, 
though dear and cherished ones are winning me 
to stay with ajQfection's moistened and pleading 
eye. But a little while am I on the wing before 
you, and I rejoice that soon we shall meet again. 
O could I but feel that you would not make your 
pilgrimage less happy by shedding bitter tears 
for me, I could depart without a sigh; for I 
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know our love and joy here have been but like- 
nesses of what they shall become in our more 
glorious and spiritual home.' She felt it would 
be questioning his fidelity to leave any charge in 
reference to the children, and only alluded to 
them by looks and embraces. She cherished a 
sweet assurance — ^how rich to a dying mother ! 
— that their young hearts would be faithfully 
trained to discern good from evil, and follow de- 
votedly that which is right. 

And thus she passed away — full of hope and 
joy ; and though the heart was bowed with grief 
because of her absence, her joyous and resigned 
spirit hovered and hovers around the paths she 
dutifully trod, and gently won and wins her com- 
panions from the thorns on the wayside of their 
journey to her. 

< She died while the blossoms were fresh and fair» 
Glittering with dew in the morning air, 
And stayed not to prove how tempests will rise 
Over the bluest and sunniest skies, — 
How, one after one, will the dreams depart. 
That cling round the young and the trusting heart. 
Till hope only looks to the world on high. 
And the earth-wearied pilgrim but longs to die ; 
Then weep not for her who in life's young day. 
From the evils to come was taken away, — 
Forever taken away.' 
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CHAPTER IV. 

m 

* Rest is not quitting 

The busy career ; 
Rest is the fitting 

Of self to its sphere. 
'Tis loving and serving 

The Highest and Bes(! 
'Tis onward/ unswerving, 

And that is true rest.' 

* Mt peace I give unto you !' was the language of 
our dear Lord to his disciples. And what was 
that peace ? Surely not the absence of conflict, 
the rest from labor, or the outward bestowments 
of wealth, or approval of the high iiL state ; for 
we well know he could not promise either of 
these to them, as he was surrounded with trials 
and persecutions, which made him ' a man of sor- 
rows and acquainted with grief,' and what the 
world had bestowed on him, he knew they would 
bestow upon his followers. The peace that he 
gave, and which he is ever ready to give, must 
be and is spiritual — feeding and strengthening 
the soul with one of the richest fruits of the spir- 
it of truth. It is an indwelling power, not influ- 
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enced by worldly changes and fluctuations, but 
trusting in the goodness of God, and resting in 
the sweet faith that our light aflOiictions, which 
are but for a moment, shall work out for us a far 
more exceeding and eternal weight of glory. 

When war and commotion have left a nation 
and peace spreads her banner over it, industry's 
busy hum is heard — and the arts and sciences are 
cultivated, and life is full of activity and employ- 
ment. It is the same with the human heart — 
the inward world. It is when peace rests there, 
that all the powers are most productively engag- 
ed, in harmonious and joyous action. Gentle 
Spirit of Peace ! what shackled country would 
not call thee to touch with thy wand its unculti- 
vated wilds and oppressed inhabitants! What 
restless community would not invite thee to hush 
the voice of calumny, and permit friend to meet 
friend with open heart 1 What home would not 
welcome thee a guest, to check distrust and 
harshness, and light the eyes with love and give 
the voice the music of tenderness and affection ! 
And O what heart would not throw wide open 
the gates of entrance, and permit thee gladly to 
come in and sit down with the feelings and af- 
fections, and plead of thee to make there thine 
abode! 

Peace, christian, holy peace! where shall I 
find truer personifications of it, than good old 
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Hannah Burton and her fair grandchild Alice ? 
You might think, dear reader, that I had strange- 
ly chosen, were you to enter the old fashioned 

church in L with me, and from our square 

pew — which commands a view of the whole con- 
gregation — I should direct your attention from 
the cheerful farmers, with their happy wives 
and sturdy little ones, or their more wealthy and 
gaily attired neighbors, and groups of village 
swains and maidens, and point you to a retired 
and distant seat, the sole occupants of which are 
an aged female, with rusty weeds and her eyes 
hid from the light of the sun by a gloomy green 
shade, — and a young girl, with no outward at- 
traction but a gentle, loving eye and sweet smile. 
I know not why, but they always attracted my 
attention when we were at church long ere I 
knew them. I would always watch for their en- 
trance, and not a movement was unnoticed. The 
devotion of the elder, and the tender and watch- 
ful care of the younger, would often awaken a 
train of thought that was only disturbed by the 
voice of the good parson. Perhaps the love of 
dreams and imaginations prevented me from in- 
quiring for the real history of these companions. 
Their lonely appearance and humble apparel told 
me much, I thought, of sorrow and poverty ; and 
then, sometimes in their slight changes of dress, 
I could discover a little remnant of former wealth 

5 



42 THE FEUIT OF THE SPIRIT: OE, 

and gratified taste. This would lead me to think 
of the changes and losses they must have knoD^n, 
of sickness that had brought blindness to those 
aged one's eyes, and of the dreariness of her lot* 
And I thought also of that young girl, * whose 
fair brow told tales of household kisses/ brother-^ 
less and sisterless, with no one to share the treas* 
ures of her young feelings and affections, grow* 
ing old in life's morning. And so I mused on, 
and perhaps should have continued thus weaving 
from my imaginings a tale of woe and sorrow^ 
had not a fortunate occurrence changed the char- 
acter of my thoughts, and truth enabled me to 
possess a brighter — though not so strange and 
marvellous — picture, than fiction could have 
drawn. 

The objects that first opened an introduction, 
were no less than a pair of nice yam mittens, 
which I chanced to see displayed among the ar- 
ticles for charity gifts one evening at the Dorcas 
meeting. * The widow's mite,' said the Presi- 
dent, on presenting them. * And who is the wid- 
ow?' inquired two or three inquisitive voices. 
* Why, kind, old Hannah,' was the reply. I soon 
4ificoyered that ' the widow' and ' kind, old Han- 
t'.^lah,' was none other than the object of my woe- 
^■|^ imaginings. On returning home, still full of 
'ies, I chided my cousin, who had shown me 
^■Umy of the wonders of the village, for omit- 
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ting neighbor Hannah. 'Why/ said she, 'is 
there anything remarkable about her ? If a few 
worldly changes/ she continued, * borne with 
firmness, and poverty submitted to with patience, 
are marvellous, then certainly blind Hannah is a 
wonder.' After a moment's pause, she added, 
' She has made poverty so light to herself, and 
has so cheerfully striven to take the burden from 
others, that I had almost forgotten that she is 
poor. But amends shall be made for my neglect, 
and the next ramble shall be to her retreat.' 

It was one of the sunny days towards the close 
of October when the fire that had been kindled 
oi^ the hearth in my friend's sitting room, to 
chase away the chilliness of the morning, had 
gradually died away from neglect, and ere long 
we found ourselves nestling together in the wel- 
come sunshine at the window. Chatting busily, 
and deeply engaged in endeavoring to relieve the 
table of its load of winter's stock of flannels and 
merinos, the sound of the crackling embers had 
made us forget that autumn had another smile to 
g^ve and imagine ourselves shut up for the win- 
ter. But the warm rays of the sun, like soft and 
kind words to the indifferent, moved us at last, 
and letting fall the heavy clothing, we tied on 
our bonnets, and my cousin, as a matter of course, 
having provided a basket of gifts, we sallied out 
tor a walk. Hurrying through the busy town, 
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where the sawing of wood and the rattling of 
coal sounded like incredulous speeches to the 
sweet but fickle smiles of the sunshine, we soon 
found ourselves on a little eminence that com- 
manded a view of a pleasant valley, with a clus- 
ter of neat houses. On a quiet autumnal day, 
what country scene is not lovely ! There seemed 
to be a repose in nature before us ; even the low- 
ing herd appeared not to move, to form a com- 
plete picture, and the curling smoke, faintly steal- 
ing upward, was to us as the incense from the 
altars of home for the comforts around. ' But 
where is blind Hannah's home V asked I. My 
cousia pointed, and I saw a poor looking tene- 
ment indeed ; but . there was a green, sunny 
slope, a strip of flowers, and a graceful drooping 
elm, that gave it beauty, and it was -far more 
grateful to trace our footsteps through the green 
path, fringed with the autumn aster and starwort, 
to the abode of penury, than up the repulsive, 
dirty stairway to the lone chamber of some city 
unfortunate. Soon with cheerful hearts we stood 
on the threshold, and our light tap was quickly 
answered by the sweet faced Alice. A moment 
more, and I found myself in the immediate pres- 
ence of the spirits of my day dreams. A bash- 
bi^ bat not undignified blush and courtesy follow- 
ed^ my introduction to the girl ; and the old lady 
anise firom her seat, laid aside her knitting, and 



THE CHRISTIAN GRACES. 45 

greeted us with a sweet smile and warm pressure 
of the hand. The basket was placed on her ta- 
ble^ she heard the sound, and a tear trembled in 
her sightless eyes as she exclaimed — 'O the 
Lord ever watcheth over me and provideth for 
me ! How can I ever despond or murmur when 
every day brings so many tokens of his protec- 
tion 1 Blessings on you, dear child, for caring for 
the widow and the orphan T I glanced at Alice, 
who sat with folded hands apart from us, but not 
an indifferent spectator — for her eyes were suf- 
fused with tears, which she quickly brushed 
away as she met my look, and modestly entered 
into conversation with me, while her grandmoth- 
er was engaged with my cousin. While thus 
chatting, I had an opportunity to discover her 
tastes and occupation. Beside her stool, from 
her little work basket, peeped not embroidery. 
Of the pleasing variety of needle work, which 
charms many a young maiden from ennui, but 
simply the toe of a leathern shoe and a strip of 
black and white binding, and from mom till night 
it was hers to ply the busy needle. But had she 
no relaxation ? O yes ! for there were two or 
three pots of flowers on the low window 
seat; and some books on the old round table 
which wore the marks of age and use, and more 
than all — a scrap book, which Alice begged me 
not to look at, but at last, good humoredly con- 

6* 
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sented ; in this were selections of choice pieces 
of prose and poetry, that did honor to her taste, 
and many penciled passages attracted my atten- 
tion — particularly did I notice some tender and 
affectionate thoughts prefixed to ^The Old Arm 
Chair.' To old newspapers she was indebted for 
this companion — a dear companion to her, en- 
riching her mind and giving pleasant subjects for 
reflection as she sat at her work. But was she 
not sometimes lonely and sad ? O no ! for her 
grandmother was always kind and cheerful, she 
said, and ready to interest her by engaging con- 
versations, or reminiscences of the past ; and then 
when the long evening came, and the dear old 
lady was not ill, how happy was Alice as she 
leaned the BiMe against a support, so that she 
could work and read, and thus bring out to her 
sightless companion the treasures of God's word. 
Frequent were the eloquent comments the aged 
christian would make on passages thus read, by 
giving sketches of characters and histories from 
the mental records of the past, deeply interesting 
to Alice, as many of these relations made her 
aiequainted with the kindred she had never seen, 
revealed to her the true sources of happiness. 
«n contented here,' said Alice, * and cannot 
of repining, as grandmother hath often said 
desiring to be something we cannot be, is 
»» and cannot agree with true peace.' 
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Our conversation was interrupted by the old 
lady asking again my name and parentage.-— 
When my mother's name was given her, 
she held out one of her withered hands and 
grasped mine again, affectionately placed the 
other on my head, and blessed me as the daugh- 
ter of the dearest friend of her youth. * Tell your 
mother,' said she, ' of her old friend — that her 
loved ones are taken from her fireside, plenty 
from her basket and store, strength and activity 
from her limbs, sight from her eyes, but the Lord 
has given a newness to her heart, a life to her 
spiritual affections which youth knew not, and 
that will carry her sweetly and trustingly home, 
with the assurance that the dear ones will meet 
her there with purified and holy affections.' 

I reverently kissed her hand, and gave but a 
silent answer to her fervent injunction, for my 
heart was full, and I felt myself in the presence 
of a superior to common humsmity, whose peace 
was * not the stillness of souls that sleep, but the 
quiet of life drawn from deep fountains.' She 
spoke of Alice as the only one now left to bless 
her home, and prayed that she might be shielded 
from all the changes that darken the soul to the 
light of heaven. 

I know not how long we should have tarried 
in that abode of peace, had not the sound of the 
noon4>eU from the town reminded us that we 
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should be at home. We hastily promised to 
^ call again/ and affectionately bade them ' good 
day.* Silently we pursued our way up the path 
and rustled the dead leaves, or brushed the faded 
flowers carelessly in our thoughtful mood, until 
a sweet little rose-bud caught our eyes, beautiful 
and fragrant amid surrounding desolation. It 
was such a perfect type of the pure hearted 
Alice that we could no longer journey speech- 
less, and we talked of our visit and its effects 
upon our minds, and my cousin alluded to a pious 
ancient, of whom we had lately read, * whose 
soul was like the Homeric chain of gold, one 
end of which rested on the earth, and the other 
terminated in heaven,' and compared our blind 
old friend to him. 

The plain, unadorned tale of 'good Hannah' is 
but the simple history of many a stricken aged 
one. A youth full of promise and joy, removal 
from kind and indulgent parents, and a home of 
beauty and luxury, to the as lovely residence of 
the wisely chosen one ; years of quietness and 
prosperity, with added links to the chain of do- 
mestic affections ; the chain suddenly and repeat- 
edly snapped in twain — some links loosed by age, 
some drawn away ere the least tarnish had rest- 
ed upon them, and some mysteriously dissolved 
in their full strength and power ; one by one of 
life's dependances removed, till at last one tender 
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and delicate support alane is left. Inroads npon 
a once ample fortune had been made, the beauti- 
ful home had fallen into stranger hands, disease 
had dimmed the sight once gratified by the out- 
ward, and impoverished age was grateful to re- 
ceive a shelter, though humble, and counted 
herself peculiarly fortunate in being permitted to 
rest among the long-tried friends of her youth. 
These were her outward changes, but of the in- 
ward, the spiritual, she has only casually spoken 
in the touching conversations that I have eagerly 
held with her in my oft repeated visits since my 
first introduction to her cot. Of these I must 
speak, as by them was unfolded the grace that 
is the beauty of old age. 

A child of fortune, with few unanswered wish- 
es, pettishness and extreme sensitiveness were 
the only returns she gave for the beneficence 
around her. She was graceful in her exterior 
when in society, warm and ardent in her affec- 
tions, yet one harsh word or look of reproof 
would send the warm gush from her heart, and 
one slight disappointment could damp the pleas- 
ures of the brightest scenes. Though few per- 
ceived it, an habitual unquiet was at her heart ; 
and while secretly murmuring for the resources 
of enjoyment beyond her reach, she neglected 
the gift within her, and checked the current of 
young thoughts that in iJter4ife come like the 
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memory of sweet dreams. Her husband was the 
most tender and devoted, who had been won by 
her affectionate manners, and yet, though she 
loved him, her new connection was another 
source of disquiet. She regarded him of the 
highest order of minds, and deemed that he 
would despise her when he should discover her 
want of the same refinement and strength of in*- 
tellect, and while cares and duties were multi- 
plying around her, she added to them by ineffec- 
tual attempts to amend the early defects in her 
education ; she could not resist the calls of duty 
and home, and for years she felt her mind chain- 
ed, and secretly repined that she was so little 
enabled to become worthy of him. Sickness 
eame to her home — ^months of pain and weari- 
ness were allotted her, and love sat by her couch 
relinquishing all the outward sources of ambition 
and pleasure, and the soft, loving arms of child- 
hood were around her neck, and warm, true lips 
were pressed to hers. It was then she felt she 
had those that truly loved her, and she gained 
the first enjoyments of peace. She arose from 
the bed of sickness with an attenuated frame, 
and but shadowy the forms of her dear ones came 
before her dimmed eyes ; but her heart had 
gained strength, and the light of the eye seemed 
to have fled to give intensity to her affections. 
Changes, trials, and separations, came, but she 



THB CHBISTUN GflACES. 51 

' gave her soul to peace/ and felt that all came 
from Him who woundeth but to heal, Alice, 
the pure and gentle Alice, was spared to her, 
and how often did the thanksgiving of her soul 
arise to God for her presence ! And she is a 
blessed presence ! Day by day she toils diligently 
for subsistence, but that soft voice and intelligent 
face are not doomed to always 'waste their 
sweetness.' Waste, did I say ? No, naught of 
her goodness is wasted ; it is felt by her grand* 
mother and is confessed by many. She has be- 
come an especial favorite at the good parson's, 
for his daughters became interested in her, at- 
tracted by the peculiar sweetness of her modest 
look when she handed in at the Dorcas meeting 
* good Hannah's ' gift, and they have since found 
the way to the humble cottage. And I have 
lately discovered that the parson's noble son 
treads the path thereto oftener than they, always 
with a book or two. He has a benevolent heart, 
and fears, no doubt, that she is deprived of many 
advantages for improvement. I hope sweet Alice 
will profit by his aids, and I have no doubt she 
will compensate him one day for his attentions. 
The daughter of peace must make a good wife. 
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CHAPTER V. 

* It will teach thee that grief hath her needful pirt 
'Mid the hidden things of each human heart.' 

Reader! do the words of the motto bring to 
your imagination a form bowed with care and 
age, and with the lines of sorrow deeply furrow- 
ed on the brow ? Per^ance, you have gained 
lessons of wisdom and humiliation from the lips 
of experience, and felt the truth that the patient 
bearing of injuries, the struggling through temp- 
tations and trials, and the soft, mild answer in 
return for reviling and abuse, were the fruit of a 
holy spirit within and adorned with the heaven- 
ly grace of long-suffering. But do not turn 
doubtingly from my sketch, if I bring to you the 
youthful form of Elenor Carlton, along whose 
path the blossoms of but nineteen summers have 
scarcely cast their fragrance. The lovely face, 
with its serene, moonlight expression, reflected 
from the glorious and heavenly light she has 
gained from the volume that lies open before her 
as she sits in contemplation at the open case- 
ment, may draw your interest, and let it go with 
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you back to her childhood when the last kiss of 
her widowed mother was imprinted on her brow. 

Do you doubt that the young have their lot of 
trials to bear ? Ah ! if so, you should have entered 
with your deepest feelings into that young heart 
when the last cold clod was thrown on her par- 
ent's remains by the unsympathizing sexton, and 
she sobbingly turned from them and took the 
hand of her baby-brother to follow her uncle to 
the almost stranger home. The few kind neigh- 
bors that had followed the beloved and beautiful 
widow to her grave, looked sadly on her little 
orphans and whispered low, soothing words to 
them as they stooped to kiss their moistened 
cheeks ; and the groups of children that had col- 
lected around the enclosure from idle curiosity, 
stopped in their gambols, hushed the merry 
laugh, and looked sorrowfully into each others 
faces ; and one little boy even ventured to ap- 
proach the mourners and attempted to speak, but, 
bursting into tears, could only walk silently by 
their side to express his sympathy. 

The home which they entered was a kind one 
for the little orphans as far as their outward 
wants were concerned ; but their uncle was im- 
mersed in business and could seldom see them, 
and their aunt, though she welcomed them with 
as much tenderness as her cold nature would 
allow, knew not the many little secret windings 
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to a child's heart, for her cold formality and stiff 
dignity had never descended to such trivial re- 
searches, and she looked on the little beings as 
scarcely possessing more mental wants than her 
pet parrot and kittens. Had the bounding step 
of childhood ever before rung through her silent 
apartments, and the curious eye and busy fingers 
disarranged the strict and precise order of her 
household, and the prattling, lisping tongue call- 
ed her mother ! her heart virould have felt and 
owned their capacities and wants, and she would 
have learned to love * these little people,' and 
feel that 'it is not a slight thing when they, 
who are so fresh from God, love us.' Had it 
been so, the orphans would not so keenly have 
felt their loss as when, after she had shown 
them to their room and bade them good night ! 
they nestled their little heads close on their pil- 
low and sobbed into an unquiet sleep. The 
morn brought a new mode of life to them. They 
arose to the performance of precise rules and 
regulations so irksome to the young, and so 
blighting to the buoyancy of the heart. Why 
should we restrain the innocents from bounding 
sometimes from the art-straightened path to pluck 
the thousand flowers that are ever on their way- 
side ? though none but the most vigilant would 
attempt it when the joyous and restless spirit 
prompts them. Perhaps the sunshine of joy 
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does soon disperse the clouds of care from young 
hearts, at least its light sooner beams through 
them, for there are no mists and vapors of care 
and anxiety that it must penetrate ; and little 
Frank soon began his freaks and gambols in spite 
of prescribed rules and the serious admonitions 
of his careful sister, and even she could some- 
times forget her grief for awhile in the witchery 
of his playfulness. She was of a quiet, unpre- 
tending nature, and almost shrank from observar 
tion ; and those who sometimes smiled on and 
blessed her little brother, would turn from her 
with a careless glance, and the little sufferer, 
whose heart was the nursery of the tenderest 
affections, would go alone and weep for her 
mother's sympathy and love. Little Frank was 
the only witness of her grief and his lisping 
tongue the only consoler. How touching are the 
broken accents of childhood when breathed from 
the sweet impulses of feeling and sympathy! 
* Don't cry, Elle,' he would say, * mamma say she 
was going to a better home, where she would 
meet papa, and Elle and Franky stay a little 
longer, then God would let them come, too. O I 
know it will be pretty there, for mamma always 
say true, now don^t cry !' The tears would be 
stayed for the sweet pleader's sake, and on him 
was lavished all the affection of her loving na- 
ture; and with his hand clasped in hers, she 
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would steal to their mother's grave that they 
might feel her presence more ; ' Franky,' she 
would say, ' mamma said we must always feel as 
if she was watching over us, and then we should 
he good and happy ; don't let us call it her grave, 
hut the gate through which she passed to her 
happy home ; and don't you know how she used 
to love the pretty flowers we would bring her 
from the woods? We will pull the withered 
grass up and make our garden here, where it will 
be nearest her ; we will get the violets from that 
bank where she sat last and sung to us, and the 
mountain pinks and wild geranium and honey* 
suckle beside that brook where she learned you 
to sail your little boat ; you know we can cross 
it, for there is the bridge that papa once threw 
over for us, and near the old elm we can find the 
bed of forget-me-nots, and blue-eyed-grass,mamma 
would always weep when she gathered them, 
and I used to watch her when we came by papa's 
grave and saw how she would always lay the 
bunch she had gathered there. O we will plant 
them all here ! No, sweet Franky, sister will 
not cry again, and you must try and be good and 
as quiet as you can be when aunt is with us.' 
The promise to be good and quiet was easily 
gained, and they then left the grave and sought 
their home. 
' Children/ said their aunt as they opened the 
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door, 'where have you been ? your uncle and I 
have long been at the tea-table. Come and sit 
down. It is very strange you forget rules so 
soon.' Elenor quietly took her seat, and when 
little Frank stood to be raised into his, his uncle 
could not but observe the peculiar sweet and 
happy expression he wore, and raising him up 
he asked where he had been playing ? * By ma- 
ma's garden/ he lisped. Elenor blushingly look- 
ed up and said they did not mean to stay so long 
at mamma's grave, but they could not help it. 
*How strange the children should go there!' 
exclaimed their aunt. * Do not go again, for you 
will grow gloomy if you do. That is not the 
way to forget your grief.' *I do not wish to 
forget it,' said Elenor, * if I must forget mamma ; 
but we felt happier there than anywhere.' * Yes,' 
said Frank, * and Elle stopped crying. Don't 
you want to go to mamma's pretty home, aunt 1 
Elle says that is the gate she went through, and 
we are going to put violets round it.' * Hush \ 
how strange you talk ! Husband, had they better 
go again V * Yes,' said he, quickly glancing from 
his paper whose price current lists had made the 
small coin of children's talk slip through his mem- 
ory. * Well,' she replied, musingly, * they might 
as well, if they are out of mischief; their noise 
affects my nerves shockingly, and 'tis pleasant to 
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have things orderly a few moments. I wish they 
had heen trained right in the first place.' 

The orphans availed themselves of this solilo- 
quy, and many a bright summer day you might 
have seen them trudging through the lanes with 
their baskets^ on their arms, or seated in some 
flowery nook arranging and preparing their treas- 
ures. Often you might have seen the devoted 
sister too, when Franky was tired, seek out a 
resting place beneath the shade, and read pretty 
tales to him; and every dell and knoll and sing- 
ing brook they peopled with the fairies and 
nymphs of their nursery ballads. Their mother's 
grave was not forgotten in their rambles, for the 
fresh green leaves and delicate springing buds, 
bore testimony that the wood nymphs retreats 
had been lately disturbed for its adornment. 
There was a little slender paling that enclosed it 
too, hewn out with a knife by the tender hearted 
Edwin Atherton, the boy who so readily came 
from his companions to offer his sympathy at 
their mother's burial. 

But the summer hasted away as it ever does 
from the young as well as the old, and left only 
here and there a tuft of flowers more hardy than 
their sisters, and the autumn began to toss her 
withered leaves over their graves and moan 
among the naked trees, and scare from their re- 
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treats the sweet minstrels, and our little ramblers 
were forced to relinquish their pleasures. Alas, 
the affectionate Eienor little dreamed when she 
looked on the decay of her favorites, and, kissing 
the cheek of her sorrowing Franky, told him 
they would all wake in the spring — she little 
dreamed that her living flower, so prized above 
all others, was even now touched with the frost 
of decay, which no earthly spring would revive. 
But so it was. The rose faded on the cheek of 
her treasure, and the music of his prattle was 
dying away. The chilling change had proved 
too much for his delicate frame, and the hoarse, 
unnatural tones of his voice told that the decay 
was even upon his vitals. Medical advice was 
called, but no human aid could restore him. But 
two short days was the disease doing the last part 
of its work upon his frail system, and his breath 
grew shorter, his eyes lost their lustre, and the , 
fond Eienor, though she had clung to hope, was at 
last forced to realize the sad truth that he must 
die. It seemed too much for her young heart to 
bear, and not for a moment could she be persua* 
ded to leave his bedside as long as she could 
hold his little feverish hand, or see his languid 
eyes seek hers with a faint smile ; but when the 
last pang was over — when she saw him placed 
in his little coffin, and carried to his mother's 
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side, her young heart was almost broken ! O it 
is indeed sad — it is heart rending for even the 
experienced and trusting christian to feel that for 
the last time on earth he has gazed on a loved 
countenance, and how much more bitter the grief 
to the young mind unenlightened by the truths 
of religion and left alone to its griefs ! To feel 
that the loved ones are gone — that the morrow's 
sun will not bring them again — that seasons must 
come and go, and through all their wanderings 
never again shall they joy in their sweet com- 
panionship, is to the young an overwhelming 
thought ! And so it was to Elenor. The friends 
that knew and felt for her, offered her their condo- 
lence, but none gave the balm that could soothe 
her grief, or sought to divert her mind from her 
sorrows, by pointing her to the duties that now 
lay in her path, and the daily quieting of her 
sorrows by performing them, but the sweet trust 
and counsels of her mother were still lights to 
her dreary way, and opened occasional vistas 
through which she caught glimpses of the spirit- 
land, which holy lustre rested on her heart and 
guarded it from gloom and repinings. Edwin 
Atherton — the kind and gentle boy, offered his 
friendly assistance, and proved a guide and com- 
forter, for he had gained the true seeds of youth- 
ful piety from the nursery of a happy and relig- 
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ious home. A few years her senior, and daily 
instructed in holy truths from the lips and lives 
of devoted parents, he was well prepared to 
speak fitting words to the friendless and afflicted. 
Many a dreary winter's day was brought to a 
cheerful and happy close to the lonely one, by 
the kindness of the gentle boy in conveying to 
her some chosen book; or when the brilliant 
lights gleamed from the parlor blinds, and he 
knew that the inmates were engaged with com- 
pany, and he should not be an intruder, he would 
steal to the lonely sitting room where he was 
always sure of meeting the pale thoughtful occu- 
pant, whose unpretending quiet manners were 
deemed unfit for the gay and brilliant circle. Ah ! 
it seemed a hollow, thoughtless thropg to the 
stricken child, when scarce a tear was called 
forth by the vacant place of her sweet brother^ 
and it moved on as gay and unconcerned as be- 
fore ; |)ut she enshrined his memory in her own 
loving heart, and surrounded it with the sweet 
and beautiful thoughts of a trusting spirit, and 
went again among the village children a serious 
and reserved being. She might perhaps have 
ventured to speak of her brother to her young 
companions, but their merriment was too much 
in exercise, and his memory was too sacred to 
her to breathe amid shouts and mirth. She min- 
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gled with the train of little forms to the village 
8chool, and none regarded her as an object of 
sympathy, as they knew she possessed a home, 
clothing, and food, and what to many, do chil- 
dren wish for more ? Reader, wert thou, in thy 
school-years, an only, or even an elder child of 
thy parents ? If so, hast thou not sighed when 
the group of brothers and sisters gathered round 
and divided their little basket of food, and thou 
wert left to eat thy morsel alone ? Or hast thou 
witnessed when little griefs oppressed, thy young 
friends could seek'the sympathy of their elder sis- 
ters, and felt that thine must be checked or laugh- 
ed at ; or when the tasks were over, and the rush 
and shout for home hurried on each little hat and 
cloak, none came to thy aid, and alone thou 
wert left far behind thy companions ? But a fond 
parent's arms perhaps received you, and your 
griefs were forgotten ; think, then, of the sensi- 
tive Elenor's trials — ^how, when the day was 
over, no kind, sweet look welcomed her home, 
and when she would report the little success she 
had gained, her ardor was checked with indiffer- 
ence; and how often, with her delicate frame 
wearied, and her head aching with pain, she 
sought her lonely bed with no kind good night 
or tender caress to charm her to quiet and 
peaceful dreams, O ye to whose trust is commit- 
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ted little children ! if ye liave passed through 
tiie fiery ordeal of early afflietion, ward it, if 
possible, from their entrance ; let not their hearts 
grow old in a jonng frame— cause them not to 
feel the sorrow of life ere they are acquainted 
with its joys, else this bright and beautiful worid 
will become to them a dreary waste, and life a 
cruel bitter. There are a few who in early life 
can drink of sorrow's cup and stiU trust that its 
waters are not all bitterness ; and it was so with 
oor young friend, as from day to day the chalice 
was raised for her, she found fer down within it, 
sweet allays for all its harshness which a less pa- 
tient or trusting mind would hare felled to dis- 
corer, or receive. She learned from her mother's 
last gift— her little. Bible--to follow in the foot- 
steps of her Savior, and he made the path bean- 
tifril, and ever * tempered the wind to the shorn 
lamb ;' and as her young mind grew old in spirit- 
ual knowledge, her life fomished a 
commentary on the deep things that are 
held from the wise and prudent, but revealed 
unto babes. The tiny pencil-marks that her lit- 
tle brother, as he sat listening by her side one 
day, had begged her to trace round our Lord's 
sweet words, * Suffer little children to come unto 
me, and forbid them not; for of such is the king- 
dom of heaven,' were werj precious onto her as 
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they called up the past, and the words opened to 
her pure vision her sweet brother a cherub in the 
Savior's arms, and her parents at his feet in sweet 
and holy communion ; and there too she poured 
the ointment of her pure and child-like love, and 
received the reward which those cannot gain who 
cast the rich treasure on the footstool of earthly 
fortune. 

Years passed, and the gentle child was verging 
into womanhood. The cold and selfish had not 
learned to love her, though perhaps could we 
have searched the hidden springs of feeling, we 
might have discovered a sort of reverence for the 
tender being who ever gave gentleness and mild« 
ness )ibr reproofs and harshness, and with light 
active feet ever sprung to the bidding though the 
tasks were painful and the returns indifference. 
It seemed to Elenor that changes had come to 
her monotonous home as the years passed. She 
had seen the gay assemblage, the rich decorations 
and fashionable extravagance of her aunt, and 
the business like hasty trelid and proud upright 
form of her uncle, gradually diminishing to a few 
stray visitors, a scanty wardrobe, measured steps, 
and downcast eyes ; and without a murmur for 
the privations that she came in to share, she 
cherished a sympathy in her heart for those on 
whom she knew a heavy blow must some day 
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come, and come she knew it would to hearts illy 
prepared to meet it ; and all the energies of her 
mind were aroused now that she felt she could 
give returns for all that had been granted her. 
Care seemed laying its withering touch on her 
uncle, and to Elenor the mystery was at last 
solved when he was repeatedly summoned to his 
door by the harsh looks of creditors, and at last 
for days strange faces were seen in his mansion 
holding from his power all the riches he had 
fondly seen in his golden vision preserved from 
the moth and rust of the world. Alas ! he now 
possessed no treasures that the thieves could not 
break through and steal, and the young being to 
whom he had slipped a few mites in his days 
of prosperity, was now to unlock her stores of 
wealth, and prove that those of the heart are 
of more avail than aught else. She sought first 
the woman's feelings in her aunt, but it is a hard 
task when the lips have never expressed grati- 
tude towards a kind Providence in days of pros- 
perity, to teach them to forego the murmur when 
adversity comes, and Elenor found that it was by 
administering to her outer wants that the inner 
must be reached. Nothing was saved from the 
wreck of property but the bare necessities of life, 
and the blow was wearing away her uncle's life, 
and fretting away her aunt's. 
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But how was Elenor to receive the means of 
support for them ? Her life had been so retired 
— so shut from the world, that at first the 
way WSM3 dark to her; few did she know to 
whom she could apply, and even Edwin's the 
young companion of her childhood — had long 
been separated from her, as when his school-days 
were ended his parents sent him an apprentice 
to a distant city. For awhile she toiled on alone, 
striving to make up in cheerfulness and readi- 
ness what she lacked in means. She prepared 
the restoratives for her pining uncle, and as his 
weary eyes followed her, he wished that he 
knew as little of sorrow as she, and cared as 
little for the morrow. A!i, little did he, or his 
murmuring companion, know the trials of feeling 
that the patient one endured for their sake ! But 
the burden was not always to rest on Elenor, for 
the prying world had discovered their poverty, 
and the benevolent began to proffer the ready 
hand for her assistance. Children remembered 
the modest, gentle school-mate whose aptness 
and affection had often assisted them through 
school difficulties ; parents recalled to mind the 
little motherless child, whose sad and downcast 
looks had made them sometimes fear the world 
dealt carelessly with her ; the aged remembered 
one who always stopped in the village train to 
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drop the curtsey in reverence, or, rush with ea- 
gerness to assist their tottering steps ; and from 
many she received the warmth of kindness that 
might never have reached her in more prosperous 
days. And dear indeed to her were the kind 
words she received from Edwin who had heard 
of her trials, and as the friend of her sad child- 
hood and the beloved of her youth, claimed the 
privilege of extending the same friendship to her 
maturer years ; and sure was Elenor when she fre- 
quently received anonymously little sums — much 
to her — that none but the delicate, careful Edwin 
would so regard her feelings, and delicious were 
her thoughts as she dwelt on his image — saw him 
industrious and frugal, and relinquishing many 
gaieties to aid her. These little sums added to 
her own unwearied endeavors, enabled her to pro- 
cure the delicacies and comforts which to the in- 
valids were felt to be necessities ; and she had the 
satisfaction sometimes of hearing the exclamation 
of surprize and meeting the glance of tenderness 
for her affectionate exertions. Indeed as disease 
settled upon her uncle and a rapid decline seemed 
hastening him away, few earthly joys allured him, 
and the devotion of the neglected child awoke 
long slumbering feelings of love and tenderness 
in his heart, and the few last days of his life 
firhich be spent in consoling and aiding his 
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companion^ and blessing and listening to the 
sweet teachings of his niece, were his best 
He died, and a new cord of love was snapped 
in the frail band of Elenor's earthly joys ; but 
she aroused her mind for the relief of the de- 
spairing widow, who felt that her burden was 
heavier than she could bear, and her affliction 
greater than was ever the lot of a mortal bei^re. 
The gloom which her melancholy and despair 
cast on every thing connected with her, the 
watchful and untiring being sought to disperse 
by her serenity and christian consolations ; and 
though want was in their habitation, yet by her 
exertions she spared her aunt the bitterness of 
following her uncle to his last home without the 
outward robes of grief, or the same expression 
she could have given in other days. As she stood 
beside the grave and felt that again the germ of 
earthly tenderness had withered from her, the in- 
active and helpless form of her aunt as she leaned 
heavily on her for support, sent a throb of joy to 
her heart, as she felt it was hers to revive the 
bended reed, and she prayed that she might lift 
up its head to heaven ; and as the thought of 
her first griefs came over her when she looked 
her last on her parent and brother, she felt 
grateful that this office had been given her to 
take from her heart the loneliness that it then 
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suffered; and with her heart strengthened to 
perform with cheerfulness what her Lord should 
require of her, and walk unmurmuringly in the 
paths that he had appointed, assured that they 
would lead her to pure and unending peace at 
last, she turned with the small band of mourners 
to seek her humble home. The remembrance 
of the young companion who in her early griefs 
gave her the sympathy of his kind heart, came 
to her as she marked the village group of chil- 
dren, and grateful thoughts were busy in her 
mind of his relinquishing the sports of boyhood 
to cheer her a lonely little orphan. Just then 
his mother, who had walked by her side, whis- 
pered to her that Edwin was returned and would 
speak with her ; and so busy had been imagina- 
tion that she raised her eyes to meet the young 
face and form of her playmate, when the hand 
of a tall, dignified young man was stretched out 
to greet hers. The tear of disappointment filled 
her eye from the sudden impulse of feeling, and 
the blush of modesty tinged her cheek as she 
thought of the eagerness with which she was 
about to greet an almost stranger. Edwin — for 
it was indeed he — saw her confusion, and with 
the same frankness and kindness that marked 
the boy, he expressed the joy he felt in meeting 
her on his return home, and begged that she 
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would receive him with the same unrestrained 
welcome that she always greeted the school^boy. 
He spoke not of her trials, for he saw that her 
heart was full, but by the unaffected simplicity of 
his manners toward her she gained her compo* 
sure, and ere he left her she was surprised to 
find herself conversing with him with the warmth 
and affection of early days. 

* Will he come again as in my lonely childhood 
to give joy to the evening hours ? ' thought Ele- 
nor as she drew the curtain and made her poor 
aunt as quiet and comfortable as she could, with 
her easy chair before a snug little fire, after their 
sad repast. If a doubt or fear lingered after the 
mental query, it was soon dispelled, for true to 
the impulses and memories of his younger days, 
he sought again the heart that needed his sym- 
pathy, and ere he left her she felt the assurance 
that she should never while he lived be deprived 
of it. His home for the future was to be in his 
native village, and his industry and perseverance 
soon gained him friends and prosperity. Elenor's 
nineteenth summer promised as beautiful fairy- 
like dreams as the sunny time of her last rambles 
with little Frank, and from the never neglected 
garden in the churchyard, her walk was always 
extended to the pine grove not far distant, to 
look at the daily improvements on a neat little 
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cottage which the villagers prophesied was one 
day to be hers. And so it proved ; for when it 
was completed in its inner and outer arrange- 
ment, its owner — the young Edwin — chose her 
for the priestess, for he knew she had been truly 
and fully consecrated for the service by her short 
but stern years of trial, and her oracles, which he 
should gladly consult in times of care and doubt, 
would be those that should secure to him joy 
and contentment. And, reader, if I have inter* 
ested you enough to turn and glance again at the 
windowy.you will see another figure seated by the 
side of Etenor, with a satisfied and happy look, 
plying her needle, and I must tell you that it is 
her aunt, for you would hardly recognize her in 
the gentle and lowly minded woman, who by the 
teachings of that open book has been won from 
her errors and repinings. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

®entlene00. 

* Her might is gentleness — she winneth sway 

By a soft word and by a sober look ; 

Where she, the gentle, loving one hath failed, 

The proud or stern might never yet succeed. 

Strength, power and majesty belong to man ; 

They make a glory native to his life ; 

But sweetness is a woman's attribute — 

By that she has reigned, and by that will reign ; 

There have been some, who with a mightier mind» 

Have won dominion — but they never w(»i 

The dearer empire of the beautiful ; 

Sweet sovereign in their natural loveliness.* 

* Great deeds of benevolence, great acts of gen- 
eiosity, no doubt produce a great deal of joy, and 
make many hearts light ; but a humane consider- 
ation, a rational and habitual indulgence for oth- 
ers, evinced by an uninterrupted sv«reetness of 
manner, does more — infinitely more, for the sub- 
stantial and abiding comfort of human life.' So 
said an eloquent city divine to w^hom I had been 
listening for the first time, and with all my little 
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talent of reasoning I tried to convince cousin Fred 
of the truth 6f this sentiment, as he led me down 
the stone steps, and we pressed slowly through 
the crowd for our home. * O fie ! little coz !' said 
he, with the usual roguish curlof his proud lip 
at what he called my * country simplicity.' * You 
have lived so much among woods and flowers, 
lambs and birds, and all such spiritless beauties, 
that you have become too tame; such trifling 
acts and deeds no doubt are enough to immortal- 
ize you in your rustic village ; but you should 
dwell amid the excitements and bustle of city so- 
ciety, to gain the true idea of the spirit and ener- 
gy that is requisite to secure fame or precedence. 
It is not the kind voice and -gentle movement that 
will make the crowd give way for us, or gain us 
a seat among the high and noble.' ' O/ said I, a 
little piqued at his railery against our sweet coun- 
try home, * You are for the Wreath of fame ! I 
could gather you one from my garden that would 
wither no sooner, and would rest far more lightly 
on your brow ; and as for a seat among the noble, 
you can have one with pleasure at any time in 
our old church, and it would be no slight com- 
pliment were I to say you were entitled to it,— - 
for where would you find truer nobility than 
among our good old fathers?' 'I tell you, coz,' 
interrupted he impatiently, ' I would not chain 
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my active brain to your tame and plodding pur- 
suits — I'm going to let it have free course, and I 
promise you Fred Osman will require all his 
harshness and uncontrolable spirit — as you call it 
— ^to enable him to reach the pinnacle of fame 
which his ambition has reared.' ' Beware/ said 
I, earnestly, as we reached home, < though its 
first appearance is brilliant and entrancing, it is a 
fearful path, entangled with envy and calumny.' 
* Never fear for me,' he answered in the exulta- 
tion of one confident in his own strength. But I 
did fear and tremble for him ; for I knew him to 
be surrounded with temptations, with but few 
restraints ; and though he was hasty and some- 
what petulent in his temperament, I loved him 
for the kindness of his heart and his depth of 
feeling — for the noble intellect that often flashed 
from his keen and brilliant mind, which made me 
often forget his rashness and petulancy. And 
when I found that those rich gifts were t9 be 
placed on the altar of ambition, I secretly prayed 
that the sacrifice might not be accepted, for his 
own peace and for virtue's sake. 

During my short stay in the gay city I thought 
I discovered one cause of Fred's harshness, in his 
being destitute of the influence of gentle and in- 
telligent sisters ; for though he mingled much in 
the world, he seemed to keep himself aloof from 
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female society ; and feeling a deep interest for 
him, when I departed, I hegged of him to come 
sometimes to our little village. He did not long 
neglect it, for one Saturday eve, on my return 
from a ramble with Grace Fenelon, I was agree- 
ably surprised to find him our visitor, and seated 
very contentedly pn the bench beneath the old 
apple tree, awaiting my return. After we had 
exchanged greetings, he could not resist the im- 
pulse of rallying me for straying through the be- 
dewed grass, with my * congenial spirit,' to see 
the flowers fold their leaves ; and said he hoped 
we enjoyed the concert of the frogs on our return 
through the meadow path. I answered him with 
wonderful patience, and was about to eulogize in 
particular my congenial spirit, when for once in 
my life a bright thought gleamed into my mind, 
and I thought that Grace's own intelligent and 
winning address would be the surest passport to 
his interest. I was glad Fred came to pass the 
Sabbath with us, for in our village no other day 
has so many attractions. The skies are brighter 
—we look beyond clouds; the flowers open 
fairer, the streams are more musical, and O the 
hell ! as it echoes over hill and valley, how sweet 
it sounds! I don't know where it was manufac- 
tured, but sure I am I might roam the world 
oyer, like the young Italian artisan, and never 
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find SO sweet a toned one as ours ; and very ef- 
fective it is, too, in its calls, for there's not a 
dwelling within sound of it, from the richest 
'Squire's to the humblest widow's, but what 
sends forth its inmates, from the silver-headed 
patriarch to the laughing cherub. I know I 
should have felt it if there had been any discords 
in our Sabbath harmony that day, but I was as- 
sured of its perfection more than ever by the 
satisfaction evinced by Fred ; for the quiet beau- 
ty of the scenery did draw forth his admiration ; 
the earnest devotion of the morning service was 
beyond criticism ; and the welcome he received 
from old and young; who are always courteous to 
strangers, was too affectionate to leave room for 
the light jest or ridicule on their manners ; in- 
deed they gave a freshness and brilliancy to his 
conversation which I was afraid of cramping in 
our little old-fashioned parlor. 

When the first note was sounded for our af- 
ternoon gathering, I was very willing to gratify 
my cousin, and take the longest route to church 
again — round through the lane path. Now don't 
imagine I credit to myself wonderful self-sacrifice 
and good nature, for if you could have listened to 
his eloquence when in the right mood and spirit, 
you would have pronounced me his debtor. As 
we passed by parson Fenelon's, I strained my 
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eyes through the honey-suckles that latticed the 
window, to catch a glimpse of Grace ; hut, disap- 
pointed, I turned away, and was silently regret- 
ing that no opportunity offered to introduce her 
— the flower of our * paradise ' — to Fred, when in 
the green lane, opposite, I espied her well-known 
figure — ^but O in what an unlikely costume to be 
presented to my fastidious city cousin ! for her 
neat trim dress had been exchanged for the cool 
dishabille during the sultry noon, and a huge um- 
brella supplied the place of a bonnet ; and as she 
leaned it against the wall while she secured to 
her waist a bunch of wild-flowers, I almost fan- 
cied I heard Fred's ' Pshaw ! just like all roman- 
tic country girls ! ' and I questioned whether he 
would notice at all the tender blue eyes, and fair, 
broad forehead, shaded by soft brown curls-^I 
know they were natural ; but I really hoped he 
would notice the dish she held in her hand, for 
that told of her benevolent, kind heart — her rich- 
est attraction ; and should he have glanced down 
the lane, through the rose-bushes and elders, he 
would have seen old Rhoda Grey's cottage, and 
I well knew that Grace always had a care that 
the Sabbath should be literally a day of rest to 
her. Fred made no remark when she returned 
my salutation, and we passed on. Our silence 
remained unbroken for some moments^ when he 
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suddenly exclaimed, * Who is she, Ellinora ? ' 

* Ah/ I replied, ' I am glad your thoughts have 
been so pJeasantly occupied.' * Occupied ! ' he 
answered, with a most provoking indifference^ 

* I just happened to think of her.' ' Well, thanks 
for that,' said I ,* ' for parson Fenelon's daughter 
is too sweet a flower to pass without a thought, 
and I'm glad you bestowed that ; she is the best 
and gentlest of her sex.' * Gentle, say you? ' he 
exclaii^ed ; ' gentle as a lamb, I suppose, from 
ignorance and stupidity ! What have you here to 
arouse one to 'excitement or passion? for look 
around — here are lazy streams, drooping flowers, 
sighing breezes, and — O, I am already nodding 
and dreaming at the very idea of dwelling here/ 

* Well, Fred,' said I, * Grace, too has dreamed 
among them, but hers were not the dreams that 
produce languor or supineness at the waking; 
they have been sweet and holy ones of Heaven, 
which exerted a wonderful influence on her mind, 
and caused her to mingle with the joys and sor- 
rows of the world, alive to feeling and sympathy, 
but impenetrable to its follies and vanities.' 

* Mingle with the world I ' said he ; * what knows 
she of the world, dwelling among the simple 
minds of this nut-shell of a village ! ' ' O we 
have all sorts of tempers, and as many, if not as 
great, temptations here as elsewhere,' said L 
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'The eldest child of our widowed clergyman 
must have received the wisdom from above that 
is pure and gentle, to. have been able so effectu^ 
ally to unite the once jealous and £eiult-finding 
members of the sewing-circle into a band of sis- 
ters, and to impress upon the minds of our un- 
cultivated, fun-loving children the importance and 
pleasures of learning.' I was striving as elo- 
quently as was in my power to vindicate Grace, 
when the bell tolled and the crowds began to 
press by us ; but as I glanced upward to my cou- 
sin's face, to discover, if possible what effect I 
had produced, I saw by the interested look that 
he gave my young friend as she passed by, lean- 
ing on the parson's arm, that he was not so stoi- 
cal as he would make me imagine ; indeed, I had 
yet to discover a trait in his wayward nature that 
he would fain have kept doubly veiled from me, 
—I mean his love for the singular and romantic, 
which, if I had been the least aware of, would 
have saved me the trouble of pleading so useless 
a case as I had been engaged in. 

At the close of the services, when our pastor 
and Grace, as was their custom, exchanged greet- 
ings with the little flock, the usual courtesies 
which they extended to strangers, were most 
welcomely proffered to Fred ; for the quick eye 
of the pastor bad marked the stranger from the 
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desk with no ordinary interest, as I saw by the 
earnestness he manifested for his acquaintanee as 
he urged us to accompany him home. And 
while Fred enjoyed his conversation as it flowed 
freely from his cultivated mind, gaining additional 
brightness and beauty from the fond eyes of 
Grace beaming upon him with intelligent inter- 
est, and often mingling as it were a strain of free, 
glad music in its beautiful harmony, he felt a 
charm was given to social converse and quiet 
life, and I doubt whether the most intellectual of 
his friends would have been consulted with more 
deference or respect for their opinions, than the 
free, glad-hearted, unpretending Grace. It was 
evident when he left us, that however much he 
had desired the applause of the world, still more 
did he desire her esteem and friendship. 

This was not the last of Fred's visits to us, 
for he repeated them often, and every time he 
seemed more pleased and less inclined to ridicule 
than previously ; but by degrees I began to miss 
him from my side, and to discover my want of 
talent in engaging his attention ; still no less did 
the village interest him. Perhaps I should have 
grown very jealous and distrustful of my talents 
to please, if I had not, fortunately for my peace, 
discovered who it was that so completely mo- 
nopolized his time and thoughts ; and as I watch- 
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ed hid growing interest for her id behalf of whom 
I had so earnestly pleaded, my vanity was raised 
a little at my success, and I loved her too well to 
covet her interesting companion. The effects 
resulting from his visits were manifested by the 
heartiness with which he was always greeted by 
the parson, and by the sweet, silent joy of Grace, 
which would escape from her eloquent blushes 
and half-uttered welcomes. I watched with a 
fearful eye the manner and speech of Fred, and 
as his attachment increased towards Grace, all 
the harshness and coldness of his nature seemed 
melted by the influence of her sunny and gentle 
spirit, and I hoped that in time the proud ambi- 
tion of which he boasted, would be nobly dis- 
played in his endeavors to merit her love. And 
so I reasoned away and quieted my fears ; and 
when, in due time, I witnessed the preparations 
for a wedding at the parsonage, I stood in the 
circle of friends with feelings as much elated and 
full of hope as if Grace was to be united to one 
as pure and good as herself. Indeed, who could 
find rocnn for sad thoughts at the joyful wedding 
festival ! particularly when the bridegroom with 
his dark, lustrous eyes, looked so tenderly and 
proudly on the fair, gentle bride, while the fip 
ther so confident and trusting, placed her hand 
in his and blessed them, and poured forth the 

9* 
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fullness of his heart in fervent prayer for their 
hiqppiness. Many a fond wish was breathed, 
when the warm pressure was given, though little 
Ned and Fanny thought it was the most cruel 
sight they ever witnessed to see people so gay 
and lively when Grace was given away by their 
father, and their grandmother felt so sorrowful ! 

She went from her home with our wishes and 
our prayers, and we felt that she would — that 
she must be happy. To be sure a shade rested 
on our paths now that she had left them, but we 
loved her too well to repine if we knew the sun- 
shine gleamed on her ; perhaps some of us how- 
ever, — though we might never have expressed it 
— felt like little Kate Sommers, when the car- 
riage which conveyed Grace to the city passed 
by her as she was driving home her grandmoth- 
er's cow, — ^ O, Harry,* said she, turning to her 
companion, * it 's too bad to carry Miss Grace off 
to the great city ! folks there see so much, and 
have so much to think of, nobody will notice her, 
or imagine she is worth so much. And how 
lonesome she'll be, too, with none of her old 
friends near her, or the sweet birds to sing to 
her, or her pretty flowers to tend.' And we, in 
otir anxiety for her peace, feared 'the worid 
would glitter too brightly for her, she had been 
•o used to the shade ; that the throng and press 
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would make her giddy — the noise stun, and the 
glare confuse her;' and some, who knew her 
less, prophesied it would captivate her, and that 
our modest, gentle violet, once ever ready to 
send forth her sweet affections as freely hy the 
lonely hut or barren heath, as the lordly mansion 
or in the gay parterre, would be changed to the 
gay and lofty headed dahlia, that would only 
grace the mansions of those who had sought it 
out and paid due deference to its superiority* 
But time proved that Grace was one who could 

* Make sunshine in life's shady places, — 
One in whose holy bosom stirred 
Full many gentle household graces.' 

One kind of greatness only was sought by hef — 
the 'greatness of affection;' that threw wide 
open the portals of her heart ; and though the 
gifted, noble, and intellectual, were kindly greets 
ed, the pure and early loved were not pressed 
out, but frankly and warmly welcomed. 

Frequent were the visits she paid her home, 
and we always found her our same gentle Grace. 
Sometimes Fred would accompany her, and he 
seemed proud of her as well he might, and truly 
devoted to her happiness. Still I could not help 
observing the restlessness and impatience he 
•ometimes manifested to be away amid busy and 
exciting scenes. Was I jealous t perhaps so; 
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but when) by degrees, his visits became shorter 
and less frequent, and Grace began to deny 
herself of one of her sweetest pleasures, and 
made but hasty calls to her home and bore ex- 
cuses and pleas for Fred, — the conversation I 
held with him on our walk from church in the 
city, would too often intrude itself. And then, 
too, in the columns of the daily news I had mark- 
ed his name ; and as it became higher there on 
the list of fame and popularity, it became less 
frequent on Grace's fond grandmother's almanac, 
where the dear old lady used punctually to note 
his visits. And O I began to tremble, and to 
fearfully imagine ^hat would be the effect upon 
Grace if she found her husband was keeping in 
his spirit 

< An earthly idol in his Sayiocjf stead ; ' 

for I had not faith enough to hope that the silken 
band, woven by love and gentleness, which she 
had thrown around him, would at all draw him 
back when he had once set out in the wild exci- 
ting race, with the resolve that he would reach 
the goal. But the mark once gained, my dreams 
pictured him to me worn, weary, and spirit- 
broken, casting aside the laurel as burdening his 
aching brow, and stretching forth his trembling 
band in prayer for, and 'straining his dim eyes to 
greet, the guidance of that sweet star that he 
had permitted 
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' To lose its brightness in the blaze of Fame.' 

It was from thoughts like these that I was very 
welcomly released by an affectionate pote from 
Grace, urging me again to visit her, gently re- 
proaching me for too long intervals. Duties at 
home had heretofore prevented me from indul- 
ging myself as I could have wished, but now I 
was free, and with alacrity I arranged my ward- 
robe and bade adieu to my friends, and was soon 
on the way to the city. Fred and his sweet wife 
received me at their home with all their former 
affection. If a shade of care penciled the brow 
of Grace, I could not say her husband placed it 
there ; for by her entire devotion to his happi- 
ness, the eagerness with which she watched for 
his return from business, and the tenderness with 
which she welcomed him, she almost persuaded 
me that lie was all she could wish ; and though 
for days we enjoyed the closest intercourse, no 
word of reproach or murmuring escaped her lips. 
It was only by his short and hurried seasons at 
home, his impatience and petulance at the least 
disappointment, and his entire devotion to self, 
that I discovered my fears were not without rea- 
son. I saw that the world flattered and caressed 
him, as step by step he had ascended on the lad- 
der of fame ; the higher he ascended it, the less 
was he influenced by the magnet of home. But 
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the magnet had lost none of its attractive powers, 
and when from his dizzy height I heard the 
jarring of an unsafe step, and saw scorn pictured 
in the faces of those who before the loudest ap- 
plauded, I felt as if he would return again to its 
influence. But O it was a fearful struggle tor 
that proud spirit to feel that he must descend ; 
and so stern and unyielding did he appear, that 
I almost feared that Grace would not dare to 
profier the helping hand, or breathe a whisper of 
the quiet and peaceful scene beneath, where 
nothing would disturb his repose. But h^r faith 
did not forsake her, and her voice, though trem- 
ulous, lost none of its tenderness, and her eye, 
though moistened, still retained its love-lit ex- 
pression for him. Though for days I had seen 
him pass cold and regardless before us, I was 
not much surprised on one evening passing by 
the half shut door of Grace's own apartment, from 
whence I had often heard the earnest petition to 
heaven for her husband's safety and happiness, to 
hear the tones of her voice in gentle entreaty* 
answered by the. sobs of the strong man whose 
coldness had melted by the warmth of her affec 
tion, as he had bowed his head and received into 
his heart her sweet and soul-breathed words. 
Not again did he wrap himself in the stoic's 
cloak ; and day after day, though he went out 
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among the busy, bustling world, the cloud was 
gradually passing from his brow, and the tones 
of his gentle wife were becoming more dear to 
him than the applause of thousands. 

O the * world is too much with me' yet, said 
he one evening, but I am resolved henceforth so 
to devote my powers that it may be better for my 
having lived in it. Then Grace, my own gentle 
one,' said he, affectionately taking her hand, * I 
may hope to reward your sweet patience and 
merit your love; but I must away for awhile 
from these exciting scenes. Where shall we go?' 
' Let us go to my childhood's home,' was Grace's 
most natural answer. 'My father's quiet and 
holy life will be a bright pattern for you ; we 
can there ' go forth and list to nature's teachings,' 
and you will find, my husband, that 

* For man's eaver hours 
She has a voice of scladness, and a smile 
And eloquence of beauty ; and she glides 
Into his darker musings with a mild 
And gentle sympathy, that steals away 
Their sharpness, ere he is aware.' 

A few months after, on a sweet summer's eve, 
when the elms cast their long shadows across the 
path that led to our parson's door, and the flow- 
ers had begun to curl their leaves, and the little 
children bad given the last roll to their hoop and 
bound to their ball, and were seeking their nests 
like the little birds who had given forth their 
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last carol, — the sound of rattling wheels broke in 
upon the repose ; and the eagerness with which 
the young Fenelons threw open the gate as their 
beloved parent had pointed to them the approach- 
ing vehicle, and the sudden elasticity which was 
imparted to the limbs of their aged grandmother 
as she drew down her spectacles and smoothed 
her nice linen cap, told that the sound was one 
for which they had long been listening. When 
the carriage stopped at the gate, and a calm, dig- 
nified looking gentleman alighted and tenderly 
assisted out a sweet looking lady, who rushed 
into the arms of the parson, and then turned and 
gave all an affectionate greeting, it was evident 
to the little village ramblers, who lingered round 
the gate, that Grace had returned, and swift did 
their little feet carry the news all over the vil- 
lage. And Fred had indeed come to seek repose 
among the scenes that he had once thought so 
tame. O what a different aspect did they now 
wear to him ! for the mist with which the gay, 
artful world had dimmed his vision, veiling from 
him God's glories, was passing away, and he be- 
gan to read with a clear eye his wondrous reve- 
lations among the retreats of nature. A retired 
and beautiful home was prepared for them, and 
there the devoted wife — 
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* By the sweet moumfiilness of many a hymn 

Sune when the woods at eve grew hushed and dim, — 

By me persuasion of her fervent eye. 

All eloquent with childlike piety, — 

By the still beauty of her life, she strove 

To win for heaven and heaven bom truth the love 

Poured out on her so freely.' 

Not in vain did -she strive^ for^ to continue the 
words of the poet : 

* Light followed on as when a summef breete 
Parts the deep masses of the forest shade, 
And lets the sunbeam through.' 

Indeed I think I have never seen a truer picture 
of the power of gentleness than in my once un- 
controiable and high spirited cousin; and you 
would hardly imagine that th^ peaceful, happy 
looking gentleman that always accompanied 
Grace to church, and was so careful to help her 
grandmother up the steps, and so willing to tarry 
and teach the little children, was the identical 
cousin Fred, whom I first introduced to the 
reader. 

And much less would you have recognized his 
voice one Sabbath afternoon when the little band 
of communicants tarried around the altar to re- 
ceive the blessed emblems. O how .his deep, 
musical voice struck on my ear and thrilled 
through my frame, as he poured forth strains of 
pure and heartfelt love for his Savior. That 
evening I returned home with them, and it se^m- 

10 
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ed as if a new era was commenced in his life. I 
shall never forget his deep joy and enthusiasm as 
we talked of the blessed things of the gospel. 
He told us that he was now ready aright to min- 
gle with the world, and he felt that his duty and 
relations called him there ; he feared it would be 
hard for his gentle wife to part again from her 
home, but she must be willing that he should 
scatter abroad some of those rich truths that she 
had prepared his mind to receive. And Grace 
did go again from us with feelings as trustful and 
unselfish as when she first became a joyous bride. 
Though her husband never strove again for fame 
or renown, he has received it through his- chris- 
tian love and benevolence ; and many a widow 
and orphan blesses the hour that they first knew 
the philanthropic Osman. 

< What are the troubles gained 
By power alone, with all its noise and strife. 

To that meek wreath, unstained, 
Won by the charities that gladden life ? 

Niagara's streams might fail. 
And human happiness be undisturbed ; 

But Egypt would turn pale. 
Were her still Nile's overflowing bounty curbed V 
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CHAPTER VII. 

®ooirnes0. 

* Mary ! meek listener at the Savior's feet ! 

No feverish cares to that divine retreat 
Thy woman's heart of silent worship brought ; 

But a fresh childhood, heavenly truth to meet. 
With love and wonder and submissive thought. 
Oh ! for the holy quiet of thy breast. 

Midst the world's eager tones and footsteps flying ! 

Thou, whose calm soul was like a well-spring lying 
So deep and still in its transparent rest. 
That e'en when noontide burns upon the hills, . 
Some one bright solenm star all its lone mirror fills.' 

I HAVE, in the fartherest comer of my most 
secret draw, an old Album, filled with school 
girls' poetry, rude rhyme, and odd selections, at 
which I often take a stealthy peep ; for it is not 
placed there for its worthlessness, or because I 
have learned to love the polished style or smooth- 
er flow of verse, and look with scorn on those 
simple productions. O no ! If I know my own 
heart, those little tributes, with all their imper- 
fections, open as sweet treasures of thought as 
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the tome of the wisest lore ; and it is because I 
fear the rude and unfeeling attack of critics on 
what is to me so precious and sacred, that I have 
thus secured the little volume, and am so miserl j 
of its contents. In truth, I love not the album 
scorner ; for to me there is little regard for feel' 
ing manifested in lightly running over the con- 
tents of one of these mementos, and curling the 
scornful lip, or casting the light jest at their lite- 
rary faults, wounding the heart of the owner, 
who, perhaps, has treasured them as sweet and 
holy relics of by-gone days. And when I see the 
book thrown down, while a cold refusal is given 
to the request, * Will you write in it V the brow^ 
though intellectual, and the voice and speech,i 
though soft and refined, lose to me the charm of 
good nature, and affectionate feelings, and I in- 
voluntary say — * Give me a little of the warmth 
of romance, before all this cold and dignified in- 
difference.' Perhaps the little volumes have 
been made too often the repositories of flattery, 
affectation, and deceit ; but what is there sacred 
to young friendship and affection that is not cor- 
rupted by connection with fashion, vanity^ and 
carelessness ? Shall we cast aside our treasures 
when the thoughtless and ignorant tarnish their 
purity and beauty? Nay; rather let us watch 
them the more, and bless Providence that there 
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aie some real gems among the mock pearls. 
Though rudely set, yet feeling discerns their 
beauty and brilliancy, and prizes them beyond 
computation. 

But to my Album — and its contents. It was 
but the other day that I took a sly peep between 
its bright yellow lids, and I was carried back to 
the scenes and associates of other days. I was 
again treading the path by the locust, and wild 
rose hedge, to the little scbool-house by the bu- 
rial ground. I could hear the monotonous sound 
of our voices during the long sunny noon, echo- 
ing among the granite tombs and marble slab's, as 
we read again and again the epitaphs from very 
sympathy; and a tear stole into my eye as I 
thought of [the good and true who had gone out 
from our homes to their narrow resting place be- 
neath those sods ; but the butterfly bursting from 
its chrysalis, as carved on many a stone, causing 
the innocent eye to look up with pure faith and 
trust, gave a holy light to this sad scene ; and 
not with a heavy heart did I leave it to visit the 
old wide-spreading elm, and again sit on the 
smooth green grass, gemmed with the delicate 
* innocence' and bright-eyed * cinquefoil',' and 
repeat again the thrice told tale, while the curi- 
ous ear was opened and the keen appetite indul- 
ging itself on the wholesome food which our lit- 



94 THS FRUIT OF THE SPIRIT: OR, 

tie baskets contained. And then came the ram- 
ble up the green lane, shaded by the trees of the 
rich orchards, to the cool, clear spring, to bathe 
onr heated brows, and look with wonder into its 
clear depths, to the bubbling, heaving sands at 
the bottom. 

But in all my imaginings — ^bright, beautiful, 
and sad, — as I turned the leaves over and over, 
there came not a more welcome or abiding vision 
than where the form «f a pure and innocent girl, 
an early associate, was pictured. Sweet, pure 
hearted Mary ! she has penned a tribute here so 
like her own dear self, that I have placed it as a 
talisman near my heart, to protect it from sin and 
vanity. O her holy and stainless life! how often 
have I wished to make some slight record of it 
as an ever abiding testimony of the inward and 
outward joy and beauty of holiness ; but I have 
shrank from fulfilling my desire from my incapa- 
city to do her justice. Yet in my band of graces 
she is so prominent, with the light of goodness 
around her brow, that I must attempt a sketch. 

I do not love to describe personal charms. In- 
deed I think 1 am very prone to speak of my fa- 
vorites as being very lovely, without ever giving 
the why or wherefore. The truth is, I very sel- 
dom can tell the color of the eye, the lip, or the 
cheek, or the form of the forehead, or size of the 
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teeth, when the lips speak love and the eye 
beams with intelligence and goodness ; for they 
give such radiance and beauty to the whole face 
that I always fear that an attempt at description 
would be rather taking from, than adding to, their 
charms, for the light that softens and harmonizes 
all would be wanting* But Mary^s face is so dis- 
tinct before me in all its youthful beauty and 
heavenly sweetness, that I must lay my hand on 
the smooth glossy hair which we school girls 
used, so proudly, to call auburn,— and press my 
lips to that fair cheek with tinge as soft and beau- 
tiful as the delicate India shell ; and those dark, 
loving, glorious eyes ! O, one glance more must 
fall upon me with all its tenderness and purity, 
to give my heart the courage, hope and trust, that 
it did in former days; and I must hear again the 
soft sil^ry tones, so fitly chosen, and in such 
perfect harmony with her every movement, to 
be able to portray her in all her waning charms, 
heightened by the grace of goodn^s — that grace 
which has been well defined as a disposition in- 
dining us to communicate what we have and are 
to others, and to do all the possible good we can • 
in our respective places and stations. It is like 
true sensibility, confessed in every word and act 
of the owner; giving to every portion of the 

character attractive, spiritual charms. 

11 




^HE FRUIT OF THE SPIRIT: OR, 



I used to think, when I saw her good old Un- 
cle, who was most tenderly attached to her, that 
it was early sympathy with his peculiar feelings 
which gave her the high standard of devotion and 
purity to which she had attained. O, the silver- 
haired, good old man ! I can see' him now, sit- 
ting in the sunshine beneath the porch waiting 
for her daily noon-visit to him, as when I loved 
to be by her side,- as I knew he would stroke my 
head and bless me, and lead me through the gate 
to the farorite apple tree, and give me leave to 
gather a nosegay for Uhe mistress,' of hearts- 
ease, pinks, and southern-wood. How I thought 
it was him that the poet Willis had in his mind 
when he sketched the old man enjoying the 
school-children's sports on ' Saturday Afternoon/ 

when he makes the old man say, — 

* I love to look on a scene like this. 

Of wild and careless play. 
And persuade myself I am not old. 

And my hair it is not gray.* 

Those were my earliest proofs of his kindness. 
I have seen him when my thoughts and feelings 
were more matured, opening his hand and send- 
ing relief to every child of penury within his 
reach. I have seen him following the example 
of his Master and showing kindness to the evil 
and unthankful, and in one particular instance 
have I witnessed its blessed effects. Lucy Wilds, 
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with her precipitate and incautious temperament, 
had been led into the path of error, after she had 
connected herself with the little band of believers. 
The eye of the stem glanced upon her with in- 
dignation, as though they themselves were im<* 
maculate, and the poor culprit, with her usual 
excitableness, gtoo^ trembling and in tears before 
the assembly that had been gathered to disclaim 
fellowship with such a sinner. Many a ^ord of 
reproach and bitterness was cast upon her from 
the mistaken zeal of well-meaiiiiig' inembers, 
each one causing a flood of tears, as when the 
wind parts a rain-cloud — when the irenerable man 
arose, and said, ' Let him that is without sin cast 
the first stone. Let us pray that she may return 
to the fold again, and not cast her into the wide 
world, where she may itray farther from the 
kingdom.' He placed himself in the attitude of 
prayer, and as the old man lifted up his pleading 
voice, every feeling of anger was hushed, and 
poor Lucy felt she had obtained pardon, and went 
her way and sinned no more. But a life like his , 
deserved a better than an earthly immortality, 
and with his holy heart the old man passed away 
* like as a shock of corn cometh in his season.' 

The young delicate plant that sprung up by 
his side unfolded the same virtues in her slight 
form, and in her own little sphere she made as 
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many feel the sweet effects of it ; for in our child- 
hood she was the gentle monitor, in girlhood the 
ready and kipd assistant, and in riper years the 
constant friend. Who but Mary would have been 
willing to leave her companions in their sports 
to read and amuse- the little pensive blind girl, 
who came a stranger amongst us ? Who but she 
could have persuaded us that the tattered, neg- 
lected looking, Bridget was as worthy a member 
in our ring as the rich and gaily dressed Amelia? 
Who but she would have taught us to pity, in- 
stead of ridiculing, the little culprit, when wil- 
fulness had brought upon him such severe re- 
proof as to send him downcast and sobbing to 
bis home ? And who but she would have made 
us extend the hand of reconciliation to an offend* 
ing brother or sister ? How many lessons would 
have been left unlearned without her encourage- 
ment and assistance 1 and how many duties left 
undone if she had not so often assured us of the 
joy we should feel in performing them. Many a 
ballad and ditty would have passed from ear to 
ear only for simple amusement, if she had not 
learned us to find a moral ; and when the tales 
were going round, how hushed was every voice, 
and brilliant every eye, when her turn came, and 
she chose, as was often her wont, the beautiful 
history of Ruth, or some other holy woman of 
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olden time, and taught us early to love the holy 
book. 

When, on leaving our girlish days and the dis- 
cipline of school, and verging into womanhood, 
the gay world with all its vanities and show 
would sometimes tempt our weak hearts to de- 
ceit and affectation, one glance from her pure eye 
would bring back the memory of youthful virtue 
and restrain us. She often made us feel the truth 
that it is better to give than receive ; for though 
she loved the social circle, and found much joy 
there, yet I have often known her to relinquish 
its joys, to sit within the darkened room of one 
who had been an invalid from childhood, and 
whose chief delight was now to hear the voice 
and press the hand of some early associate ; and 
for all our neglects, which now my heart often 
bitterly regrets, she was fully compensated by 
the more vigilant attentions of Mary. Goodness 
was not followed by her for the sake of greatness, 
for * the smiles and blessings of the domestic cir- 
cle, and applause of her own heart were sufficient 
for her happiness.' I often look back with grate- 
ful and happy feelings on the hours that I passed 
with her in her own home circle ; and I thank 
heaven that my young heart was so ready to re- 
ceive the holy impressions which her sweet con- 
verse was so calculated to impart, and that they 
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have never been erased through time and 
changes. 

But O she was too good and pure a being for 
this vain world, and so long it seems since she 
passed away that the memory of her is to me like 
dreams of a spotless angel. What a gloom rested 
on our little community when the sad tale went 
abroad that Mary was dangerously ill. Old peo- 
ple shook their heads, exclaiming — * It is as we 
feared, the best and fairest children are soonest 
called from us.' Her companions spoke of her 
in a softened tone and made frequent anxious in- 
quiries ; and the little children stole by the door, 
casting wishful glances and wondering when they 
should see her in her garden again. 

But never again on earth was she to glad our 
vision. The disease proved fatal, and after a few 
short days of severe suffering, she — our village 
pride — was laid before us in her white robe, that 
we might bestow one farewell glance upon her 
marble brow, ere she was carried to her narrow 
home. O, that was the first bitter trial my young 
heart ever experienced ! I remember as though 
it were but yesterday, opening the lid of her cof- 
fin, when I saw that poor invalid maiden she had 
so often tended, feebly making her way toward 
it, to glance once again on the features that had 
so often lighted her lonely weary hours. And 
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as I watched the hot tears coursing down her 
pale cheeks, through her thin, delicate fingers, I 
could not help asking myself, Why is Mary, in 
the morning of her days and the vigor of life, 
taken from the home of her devoted parents, and 
the warm embraces of affectionate brothers and 
sisters, and this poor worn and weary invalid, 
whose days and nights are long and burdensome, 
left to weep over her ! I ask not now. Our 
merciful Father knew in how many minds the 
germ of a livelier faith would be implanted, and 
in how many hearts a purer devotion would be 
awakened, by taking to himself this spotless 
lamb. And now I feel that heaven has been 
brought nearer to the hearts of her parents since 
their bereavement, while her brothers and sisters 
have gladly sought the embrace of their elder 
brother, Jesus. And many a heart has learned 
patience and resignation, and been awakened to 
tenderness and kindness, by the meekness of the 
poor invalid girl. Why did not these thoughts 
still the throbbing of my heart ! O may I never 
suffer it again to forget that the Lord knoweth 
what is right and best for us. 

I do not think my thoughts of Mary's burial, 
on that soft, quiet autumn afternoon, have ever 
partaken of gloom or melancholy ; for there was 
so much in the outward world of peace and 
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beauty, that I always felt as if it was the fittest 
time to part with her. Not a bird warbled a 
note, not a breeze stirred the leaves, as we went 
in slowly, one by one, to hear the low breathed 
prayer ; and when the soft rays of sanlight stole 
into the room and rested on the coffin, it seemed 
as if the angels were lighting her pure spirit to 
their heavenly home. And when the coffin was 
borne from the house, and we followed it, si- 
lently, with no sound but the rustling of the 
leaves that were covering the faded and withered 
children of summer, I felt with the poet that 

* Yet not unmee^t it wa8, that one. 

Like that young friend of ours, 
So gentle and so beautiful. 

Should perish with the flpweni.* 

She needed but a little change to be made an 
angel, and an angel surely she is in the holy 
courts of the blest. Kindred are her employ- 
ments there to the ministry of her memory on 
earth, extending the sweet triumphs of spiritual 
goodness. May the victory be complete in my 
own heart ! 



THE CHRISTIAN GRACES. 103 



CHAPTER VIII. 

Jditl)/ or ilMitg. 

' Oh, such the generous fiiith that grows 

In woman's gentle breast ; 
'Tis like the star that stays and glows 

Alone in night's dark vest; 
That stays because each other ray 

Has left the lonely shore. 
And that the wanderer on his way 

Then wants her light the more.' 

Do Ton know, young maiden, that Fidelity hath 
the power to make thee grow old gracefully — to 
cause the silken curl, that now shades thy pol- 
ished brow, to become even more lovely, when 
time has stolen its present charm and sprinkled 
it with his frost ? What friend will regard the 
marks of decay on thy form when the heart that 
it enfolds has been true to its early promises ; or 
who will deplore that the gay and buoyant tread 
has given place to slow and measured steps, if 
thy course has ever been that of faithfulness to 

I Faith — fidelity in engagements, promises, and trusts. 

MACKlflOHT. 
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life's higher duties ? What though sorrow may 
be thy portion, and the world offer but few joys 
to thee ! Knows't thou ^ot that this Grace will in- 
spire thee to * hope on and hope ever, ' trusting 
that the Lord hath still blessings in store for thee ? 

But why need I moralize any longer on the 
subject, when, as I cast my eyes to the window, 
I see such a practical illustration of it. 

There she is — good old Anna Davis ! faithful 
as ever to her calling. Why, verily^ it seems to 
me that she is as necessary to the beauty, quiet- 
ness, and order of yonder elegant domain, with its 
high pillars, arched windows, and verdant foliage, 
as the clinging Jasmine, that has twined so se- 
curely round the study window as to wholly ex- 
clude the scorching sun ; or as that cool fountain 
that affords continual relief to the flowers, the 
weary bird, or restless bee. Indeed so long have 
I been familiar with her mild and active face, 
looking after the affairs of that wealthy house, 
with the vigilance of an interested owner, that 
were she removed, I should expect to see decay 
soon crumbling those walls, blight withering those 
magnificent trees, and tall rank grass choking the 
growth of the flowers. 

But why is Anna so peculiarly active this 
morning ? O, report says, the young Squire and 
his fair southern bride are soon to return home. 
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Anna could not have stepped round more lightly at 
the bidding of her grandmother, whom she dearly 
loved, than she has to make every thing comfort- 
able for the stranger about to be mistress of the 
Mansion. I wish she could be sensible of how 
much more she has accomplished this morning 
than merely cleansing and poUshing, for those who 
will scarcely notice it. She has given me many 
a silent and gentle reproof for my selfishness ; and 
when I have seen her duster wave from the win- 
dow to remove every particle of dust, and her 
busy birch flirt over the path, not suflering even an 
apple-blossom to lie in the way of the young 
bride's i^atin slipper, I have been resolving in my 
mind to regard more the wishes and wants of 
those around me, and to think no employment 
slight or simple that can add to the happiness or 
comfort of those I love, regarding that addition to 
their enjoyment of life a sufficient reward. And 
this is true Fidelity — ^to act in secret, knowing 
that its manifestations in good prepared for others 
will be enjoyed, although the hand which prepared 
it may not be recognized or known. Such is 
God's fidelity. True to his great and abounding 
love, he gives us many blessings in secrecy, which 
we enjoy as unconsciously as we inhale the atmo- 
sphere, and as truly they are our life. Many a 
time as I have thought of this, I have recalled the 
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poem on Water by our American Howitt, and al- 
most involuntarily the words have dropped from 
my lips-— 

< How beautiful the water is ! 

It loves to come at night, 
To make you wonder in the morn 

To see tihte earth so bright ; 
To find a youthful gloss is spread 

On every shrub and tree. 
And 'flowerets breathing on the air 

Their odors pure and free*' 

I have almost been incited, by beholding Anna, 
to tear myself from this bewitching morning air 
that now fans my brow as with a perfumed hand, 
as it is ladened with the sweets of lilacs, sweet- 
briar, and fruit blossoms, from the Squire's gar- 
den, and throw aside my pen, and go in search of 
some employment that will be of more ser\'ice to 
my friends. Yet I feel that I must tarry to give 
a little sketch of faithful old Anna, and it may be 
that thus I may do some good, felt by others 
though unseen by me. At least, it will serve to 
imprint more fully and clearly this mornmg's les- 
son on my mind. 

Did Anna think, years ago, when the gentle la« 
dy, once the mistress in that dwelling, sought out 
her poor home and relieved her parents from al- 
most beggary and won her from vicious society, 
— did she think when on her bended knee, she 
sought a blessing for her benefactor, and prom- 
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ised to devote her life to her service, that years 
of privation and care would be her consequent 
portion ? She asked not of that. She was as one 
who had awaked from a wild and troubled dream, 
to behold the clear and pleasurable light of the 
morning sun, and, rejoicifig in its beauty, arises 
with gratitude and cheerfulness to tread the ac- 
customed daily round, though trials.and perplex* 
ities await them at every step. She however did 
not begin her earthly journey alone. She sought 
a guide that was ever ready to whisper, Press on 
—fear not! And O, the dignity and beauty that 
her companionship with that guide has given 
her ! Seek thou the same, young maiden, even 
in the pages of Holy Writ. It will ever guard 
thy heart from the tempter's art, and seal thy lips 
to the utterance of all that is not pure and holy. 
I know the reckless youth has checked the oath, 
and the gay maiden has ceased her idle and 
harmful chat, caused by the mild and heartfelt 
rebukes from lips imbued with the precepts of 
divine truth. Seek then the guide that Anna 
sought, and it will impart dignity to the humblest 
station in which you may be placed, by giving a 
consciousness of your spiritual relations. Would 
that many a faithless domestic, who looks well 
— *not to the household under her charge, but to 

her own repose and ease, could hav^ learned les- 
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sons from her, when she strove so untiringly to 
relieve her mistress of the thousand petty cares 
of her family; would they could have gained one 
impulse to overcome indifference and listlessness, 
and repay the many kindnesses which a benevo- 
lent spirit bestows on them, from witnessing that 
true hearted being parting with the love of her 
youth to follow and serve the gentle lady and 
share her adversity. She has proved her devot- 
edness to the object of that love, for though he is 
now a silver-haired old man, surrounded by a de- 
pendent family, there is not a member of it but 
what blesses and loves the Mansion housekeep- 
er, who has ever extended a helping hand to their 
necessities. I have often watched the old man 
as he has leaned his basket over the gate, while 
thoughtful Anna filled it with the ripest fruit for 
his invalid wife ; and when the tear stole down 
his face, as he raised his hat to express his thanks, 
I have fancied that areminiscence of early days 
stole over his mind. Some one has said it is diffi- 
cult to look on the aged, furrowed, and wrinkled 
brow, and persuade ourselves that youth, beauty, 
and delicacy, were ever there. I fancy the old 
man thought it not so. 

But I must to more distinct particulars in An- 
na's history as I have gathered them from the 
most aged in our village, conscious that faint and 
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imperfect must be the best effort of my pen to 
sketch her portrait. 

Anna was the only daughter of v6ry poor and 
humble parents. Her father was one of that un- 
fortunate class of men, who labor on from day to 
day with unremitting patience, yet are scarcely 
able, through lack of foresight or prudence, to 
furnish their families with the necessaries of life. 
His wife, with no prospect of rest or more pros- 
perous days before her, toiled on her way, yet 
sad and slowly, as she bore the burden of regret 
and distrust. An accident that befell him while 
laboring in the neighboring woods and which was 
eventfully the cause of his death, excited the com- 
miseration of the widow Rochdale, of the Man- 
sion, and his last days were made happy and com- 
fortable by her benevolent efforts. His wife's 
long debility by the shock of his death, was brought 
to a crisis, and she survived her husband but a 
short time; and the young Anna, who had known 
all the sorrows and trials of poverty, was kindly 
taken into the "widow's family, to serve as a little 
waiting-maid until she was of an age to choose 
the course most agreeable to herself 

Time flew over her pathway joyously, and her 
attachment towards her mistress and her two 
beautiful children daily increased, so that Anna 
had no desire to leave them for any other situation. 
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however lacrative, save to become the wife of 
Richard Law, the young fanner who occasionally 
aided Mrs. Rochdale's gardener in his labors. An 
attachment had long existed between them which 
Mrs. Rochdale did not disapprove, and they were 
looking forward to brighter and more prosperous 
days for a union. The troublous times of the 
Revolution, which separated parent from child, 
brother from sister, and husband from wife, and 
lover from mistress, began to gather their terrors 
around them, and they determined to unite their 
destinies, come weal, come want, come woe. 

Mrs. Rochdale's family was of the English ar- 
istocracy, and in her conscientious loyalty to the 
royal powers, she was led to favor some meas- 
ures, and shield in her Mansion the persons of 
some bitter and zealous tories, which raised the 
ire of the patriots, so that it was thought expedi- 
ent to remove her, and declare her property con- 
fiscated to the state. She had promised Anna a 
marriage portion, and the renting of a pleasant lit- 
tle cot on her estate, but with a sad look she told 
her, she now could only leave her with ber bles- 
sing in the hands of her heavenly Father, while 
she herself would seek a home, among her distant 
relatives. Anna's heart was too full for speech, 
and she employed herself assiduously in prepar- 
ing the few necessary articles for the journey al- 
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most without uttering a word. Her thoughts, 
however, were many and active ; and Richard, as 
he leaned over the gate to meet her that evening, 
«aw, when she approached him, though her eyes 
were sad and swollen with tears, that there was 
a glance of fixed and resolute determination, 
which he could not comprehend. Indeed, poor 
Anna required all her strength to explain to her 
lover satisfactorily the step that she was now about 
to take — to leave him and all her dear associa- 
tions, and share her fortune with her mistress, 
through her uncertain and wearisome journey. 
She could not look on the fevered cheek, and in- 
to the sad eyes of that dear lady, who had shield- 
ed and protected her from the world's misery and 
«iii, and feel it in her heart to suffer her to depart 
with her two helpless children, without her assist- 
ance ; and as she revolved it in her mind she.would 
not suffer a single plea of self to be put in the 
«cale of judgment to overbalance her strict sense 
of gratitude and duty, she soon formed the deter- 
mination to accompany her. This determination 
was received with no thankless spirit, for to none 
did the lady feel more real attachment, and to none 
would she more willingly resign the care of her 
darling children ; yet she could not know the full 
extent of Anna's kindness, or ber gentle spirit 
would not have suffered her to forego so many com- 
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forts that she might lighten the weariness of her 
patron's travels. Anna told her not of her grief 
at parting with Richard ; neither did she show 
her the little treasures she had accumulated from 
her presents and those of her guests, to emhel- 
ish the cottage at her marriage, and which she 
now carefully laid aside to procure daily comforts 
for the widow and her children; but she endeav- 
ored to cheer- and console the unfortunate by 
wearing the smile of happiness and contentment. 

Another trial awaited the lady when at her 
journey's end. All the relatives she had fondly 
hoped to greet, had fled to England, save two 
brothers who had enlisted in the Sirmy, and whom 
report said had been slain. The disappointment 
was too great for Mrs. Rochdale's worn spirits, 
and she sunk into a rapid decline. Anna pro- 
cured an humble and quiet apartment for her, and 
there, among strangers, she toiled for her and her 
children. Mrs. Rochdale could not linger long 
in her feeble and nervous state, and she died like 
a christian, on her lowly bed, without a murmur, 
blessing Anna with her last breath, while she 
committed her children to her ^ of special trust.' 

It was some time ere Anna left the remains of 
her beloved mistress, and with the two orphans, 
who loved her with fondness almost amounting to 
that they had felt for their blessed mother, sought 
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again the village that had been their happy home. 
The children wept audibly when they came to 
the village that had been the scene of all their 
young and innocent delights, and the first glance 
at their once beautiful domain told them the feet 
of the destroyers had been there, and crushed be-* 
neath theii* careless tread every shrub and flower 
they loved in childhood, and torn the green man- 
tle from their loved mother's favorite seat, and 
disrobed the house of all its beauty, save its grace-* 
ful architecture. The sensitive Ellen strained 
her eye to catch the least vestige of early remem* 
brance, but George, the proud and stately little 
George, shut his eyes and turned aiyay his head, 
declaring the sight was too unholy to look upon. 
Anna endured as severe a trial as the children. 
She watched earnestly for the cot that was to 
have been hers, and found it was inhabited ; and 
she was not long in discovering that its occu- 
pants were Richard Law and his family. Sad 
indeed to Anna was the discovery that her long 
cherished hope of having him to share her trials 
and joys, and assist her in performing her duty to 
the orphans, was destroyed. But Richard, in the 
simplicity of his heart, never dreamed that Anna 
would return, and wishing for some companion, 
now that she was gone, chose her most intimate 
friend for his wife ; and he never, through all his 

13 



114 THE FRUIT OF THE SPIRIT: OR, 

inteicourse afterward with Anna, found cause to 
imagine he had given her pain. 

After several years, during which Anna devo- 
ted her time and strength to the children, by a 
fortunate series of events, the property was again 
recovered, and the children were restored to the 
Mansion. Under the guidance of an honest and 
faithful guardian, the estate returned in a degree 
to its former beauty and elegance ; and for awhile 
the young owners and their faithful Anna basked 
in the sunshine of prosperity. But the gentle 
and affectionate Ellen, ever of a delicate and fee- 
ble constitution, drooped and died. Anna had 
cherished and watched over her as a fair and 
beautiful young flower, and she laid her to her 
rest with almost a parent's grief. George — ^rest- 
less, sad, and eager to see the world< — left his 
home for a foreign tour, leaving Anna with a 
worthy guardian to transact the affairs of his 
house. After several years he returned with a 
lovely and delicate bride. She was beautiful to 
look upon, and all the villagers blessed the sweet 
lady when she moved among them. George 
lived but to love and cherish her, and he besought 
Anna to leave no means untried to render her 
happy. 

Anna's watchful eye soon saw that disease was 
lurking in her lady's system, and she strove as- 
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siduously to prevent consumption from adding 
her to its victims. She often won her from 
books which were too often of a fictitious and 
exciting character, creating a morbid sensibility ; 
and by her tales of poverty abroad, would influ- 
ence her to enjoy the benefits of air and exercise 
while seeking the abodes of sorrow. She would 
seek the sunniest nooks, and the coolest shades, 
and brightest streams, to woo her mistress abroad; 
and to procure the flowers that bloomed around 
her maiden home, she would use the greatest 
efibrts, and plant then^ beneath the sick one's 
window, and gather the fairest for her room. If 
the morning was too damp, she would watch her 
with the eagerness of a mother, and the thicker 
shoes and shawl were always ready for her. If 
at eve she had wandered late, she never failed to 
meet the messenger sent with a covering to pro- 
tect her from the falling dew and chill air. But 
all Anna's efibrts were unavailing, for soon after 
the birth of her first child, a beautiful boy, she 
died, leaving a devoted husband to mourn her 
loss. 

The beautiful and quiet home had lost its at- 
tractions to George, and his weary heart could 
not look upon the scenes which his lovely wife 
had once converted into a fairy land, and he be- 
sought Anna to watch over his boy while he 



.116 THJI FRUIT OF THE SPIRIT! OR 

shoidd become a wanderer agaio. He eould not 
rest away long, however, and be returned after 
two years to prefl» the living f(»rtit|it of his be* 
loved Julia to his heart. Four years he survived 
to train and enjoy his darling son, and then he 
died, leaving him to the charge of Anna, with 
instructions for his future education. 

The youth loved her with the deepest affec- 
tion, and she watched over him with the same 
care and solicitude «he had bestowed on his 
parent, at the same time continued the improve- 
ment of the farm through an industrious and 
skillful family. His education was stijctly at- 
tended to, and he grew up well fitted for the 
profession he had chosen. He too has now 
travelled, and far in the south has formed a beau- 
tiful connection with a grand-daughter of one of 
those uncles that were slain in battle, and whom 
accident — ^no, it must be Providence— discovered 
to him, and he has won her to become the bride 
of his fair northern home. Anna anticipates joy 
and peace for them, and almost forgets the many 
trials and reverses she has passed through. 

Hark ! the carriage is rumbling through the 
long row of pines, and I must retire from my 
window, lest my anxious gaze to witness old 
Anna assist the yovng bride up the walk, may be 
deemed too impertinent ; yet I must catch one 
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gltnee of that aged servant, as she takes th« arm 
of the young bride, never dreaming that she her- 
self can need support. 

There, my eurtain is down, and trusting, dear 
reader, that you will not deem me intrusive, T 
will task your patience a little longer to read a 
passage I extract from a volume now lying on 
my table, and against which passage I find Anna's 
name written — it is Sharon Turner's tribute to 
* old maids;' — * The single state is no diminution 
of the beauties and the utilities of the female 
character ; on the contrary, our present life 
would lose many of the comforts, and much, 
likewise, of what is absolutely essential to the 
well being of every part of society, and even of 
the private home, without the unmarried female. 
To how many a father — a brother, and not less, 
a sister, is she both a necessity and a blessing ! 
How many orphans have to look up with grati- 
tude to her care and kindness ! How many 
nephews and nieces owe their young felicities 
and improvements to her ! Were every woman 
married, the parental home would often in declin- 
ing life be a solitary abode, when affectionate at- 
tentions are most precious, and but from such a 
source, not attainable. It is dsbC single class of 
women which supplies most of oar teachers and 

13* 



118 THE FRUIT OF THE SPIRIT: OK, 

governesses ; and from the lower ranks/ nearly 
all the domestic assistants of our households 
come. What vast changes, not promotive of the 
general happiness, would ensue in every station 
of life, if every female mairied as soon as she was 
fully grown ! Certainly human life would in that 
case have a different aspect, and must be regula- 
ted on a new principle, and would lead to conse- 
quences which cannot now be calculated. The 
single woman is therefore as important an ele- 
ment of social and private happiness as the mar- 
ried one. The utilities of each are different, but 
• both are necessary ; and it is vulgar nonsense, 
unworthy of manly reason, and discreditable to 
every just feeling, for any one to depreciate the 
unmarried condition.' There — Anna ! thou art 
defended ! 



I English phraseology — wealth is here — or should here 
be — ^no standard of high and low. The good are always 
high. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

< Meekness as a natural temper^ sinks into meanness 
and servility ; but when, as an acquired temper, built upon 
principle, and moulded into a habit of the mipd, it is the 
grand distinctive characteristic of the religion we profess.' 

The scorching sun of a midsummer's day, that 
since early dawn had been playing among the 
roses, prying into the depths of the purple bell, 
and dancing on the glistening leaves of the vine 
that enriched the piazza of Mrs. Courtney's beau- 
tiful dwelling,*— had, at last, withdrawn its beams 
to bestow them on less fairy-like scenes, when 
her daughter Emily, with her gay young visitors, 
who had shrank from its scorching gaze on their 
soft, delicate complexions, bade it farewell with 
joy, as they now sought the cool and shaded re- 
treat. They were a light hearted and thoughtless 
band ; and the eye could not but gaze in admira- 
tion on the smooth fair brows and beaming eyes 
unmarked by a line, and undimmed by a shadow of 
the world's care or sorrow ; and as it watched 
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the busy fingers weaving, in gay colors, the beau-« 
tiful design, or forming with the bright needle 
some tasteful article of apparel, occasionally paus- 
ing in their employments to turn the leaves or 
read aloud from the gilded volumes, or to give 
freer reign to the mind's beautiful fancies, it could 
not but convey to the imagination, images of 
light and loveliness untarnished by contact with 
the rude and discordant world. But alas ! while 
yet the eye gazed, the ear caught some strains 
that caused the observer to take his vision from 
what were deemed regions of purity, and direct 
it again to the soiled flower on the dry sod of the 
beaten path ; for ah ! like those dim objects of 
earth, is the young heart which cannot receive 
the heavenly dews of love and benevolence, ere 
the dust of earthly pride, vanity and prejudice, 
gathers around it. The view from their beauti- 
ful retreat was one of exceeding quiet and loveli- 
ness ; and some of their number, as they gazed 
upon it, were not unmindful of the heavenly vi- 
sion, as they received into their heart the calm 
serenity of a scene, that to the care-worn and af- 
flicted seemed * fashioned for a happier world.' 
Far in the distance lay a neighboring village with 
its white dwellings embosomed in foliage, and its 
tall spires towering to heaven — glistening and 
sparkling in the sunlight, * seeming bright p3rra- 
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mids of stars. Rich orchards and cultivated farms 
sloped down toward a noble river, which seemed 
to have paused in its onward course to dally with 
the bended boughs and nodding flowers, while it 
stole a reflection of their grace and beauty to give 
loveliness to its own pure bosom. All the rich 
hues of the summer clouds too, were mirrored 
there — and the sunlight danced and glittered on 
its surface and lighted it up as it wandered far in 
the distance, until it became as 

* A line of silver mid a fringe of green.' 
Nearer them wound the village road, following 
the course of the river, while directly opposite on 
the beautiful sloping banks were situated many of 
the quiet dwellings of their neighbors. To be 
sure the architecture and aspects of the dwellings 
varied, for there was a row of noble buildings to 
the right, while to the left many were seen em- 
browned and decayed by time, but none were des- 
titute of graceful trees and smooth verdant lawns. 
Why should many of the young friends of Emi* 
ly Courtney, who could look abroad on all this 
magnificence and beauty with hearts at ease, re- 
main so unmoved and regardless? Alas, their 
mind's near-sightedness- could not carry their vi- 
sion beyond the line of the village road ; and to 
the objects that passed to and fro there, was 
their whole attention directed ; and not the most 
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charitable and christian-like were many of their 
observations on the frequent passers by. One 
was dressed too meanly — another too gaily. One 
was all the time gadding, another had just found 
time to crawl out. One walked too proudly, 
another too languidly. These criticisms, with 
various remarks on the business and characters 
of the individuals, employed most of the time, 
until a young lady, neatly attired in a plain black 
dress, with a trim cottage tied closely round her 
interesting face with a simple ribbon, advanced, 
and raising her sedate but cheerful looking face 
to the group, smiled, bowed, and passed on. 

Emily, and the young friend nearest her, looked 
thoughtfully as she passed, while significant 
glances were exchanged by some of the other 
ladies. 

'I declare, Amanda!' exclaimed Harriet Manly, 
who had watched the lady eagerly ; * Mrs. Chalm- 
ers has gone into that old black house again ! is 
it not the third or fourth time we have se^n her 
this week?* 

' Why, yes,* was the answer, * she will lose 
all her former friends soon, if she continues long 
in this course. Here she has pleaded positive 
engagements in her family, as an excuse for neg* 
lecting to call on the Knapp's, the Hartley's and 
Bumham's, and this week she has passed repeat- 
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edly their dwellings, on her way to that low 
family.' 

* Well, it's her own fault if she does lose them/ 
returned Harriet ; * for if she does not respect 
herself, no one else will respect her. That's 
what I've been taught ever since I learned my 
alphabet. And I'm determined ta move always 
in the most genteel and respectable society,' she 
added, bowing gracefully to her laughing com- 
panions. 

* Only think,' says another voice, * what advan- 
tages Mrs. Chalmers has had for becoming the 
most accomplished and fashionable lady in town ! 
You know her father waij very rich, and after 
that spendthrift son became an outcast, he lav- 
ished every indulgence upon Caroline, as his fa- 
vorite. But what did it all profit her? You 
know she rejected many high offers which would 
have brought her to stations where her accom- 
plishments would . have brilliantly shone, and 
chose after all to become the humble wife of that 
obscure young clergyman, who had nothing to 
recommend him but clear voice and brains.' 

* I don't know,' again ejaculated Harriet, * as 
he has even those qualities to recommend him, 
for I have never set my foot on the threshold of 
his little rusty looking chapel, which none but 
the poor and low frequent. However, I should 
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think Mrs. Chalmers, if she adopted the right 
method, might advance his popularity a little, 
for some do pretend to say he has talent of a su- 
perior order ; but in the place of seeking for himi 
the patronage of many of her wealthy friends, she 
devotes the most of her leisure hours to the 
humblest of his humble parishioners. Apropos^ 
old stupid Kent's family.' 

' Did you notice how meanly she was dressed?' 
said another maiden as she played with the golden 
key suspended on her costly chain* * I don't be- 
lieve that even a Betty in her father's family ever 
appeared in the street with less ornament, or a 
more simple hat or dress. And that is not all— ^^ 

' But enough — ^I pray you !' tearfully exclaimed 
Emily Courtney, who had waited ^ in breathles» 
anxiety for the conclusion of the idle chat ; for 
she had seen at the nearest window the form of 
her elder sister, and she felt how truly her noble 
heart would grieve, when she overheard, as cer-^ 
tainly she must, the foolish remarks of her young 
friends on one whom she knew Sophia regarded 
with almost veneration. A nearer observer might 
have seen the emotion that had played over that 
sister's intellectual face during the conversation — 
the shudder of deep feeling when the light allu- 
sion to the brother was made — the glance of in- 
dignation at the mean estimate of the worth of 
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her friend's accomplishments in her present situ- 
ation — and a smile of bitterness at the weak re- 
marks on her dress. But they all passed and left 
nought but a teai of pity to tremble in her dark 
eyes, as she arose from her seat and joined the 
company without. 

Some of them started in amazement when they 
discovered that the high-souled and dignified 
Sophia had been a listener to their thoughtless 
chat. She perceived their surprise, and looking 
around upon them, said with a tone of deep emo- 
tion, * My young friends ! I could not so readily 
forgive you the injustice you have done my dear- 
est friend, if I in the least imagined you were at 
all sensible of her inestimable qualities,or the high 
motives which prompts her present course. Mrs. 
Chalmers is the saniie refined,^ affectionate, and 
graceful Caroline, that was once the life and 
charm of our gay assemblies ; but circumstances 
called her to fill a different sphere, and she obeys 
its simplest duty.' 

*Well, Miss Courtney,' said the undaunted 
Harriet, ' I should like to know what called her ? 
I never could conceive what did — ^but all at once 
she seemed seized with a sudden passion to visit 
among the destitute, the oppressed, and even the 
vicious. Why, don't you think. Miss Courtney, 
not long since she was visiting her rich aunt in 
14 
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company with my sister. After tea a walk was 
proposed. When they were quite a distance 
from home, there came on a violent shower, and 
they were obliged to seek shelter in one of those 
miserable hovels on the hilL The ladies would 
not, of course, you know, go into the dark, filthy 
rooms, but preferred to stand in the old porch ; 
jQi Mrs. Chalmers went in and sat down, ques- 
tioned the inmates, who stood gaping at her, as 
to their situation, and took up a little dirty, rag- 
ged child in her arms — parted its matted hair 
from its forehead, and declared that its eyes — 
which my sister said shone like glass buttons 
through all that dirt — were the most lovely she 
ever beheld. And don't you think, the very next 
' Sabbath, we saw the identical child with her 
mother passing our house dressed in clean clothes 
for church. I should not wionder if they sat in 
Mrs. Chalmers' pew.' 

' Harriet,' said Miss Courtney, ' your woman's 
heart should be moved to pity, not indignation, 
by that instance of Mrs. Chalmers' meekness. 
Do you not see what effect your recital has had 
on your young friend V 

* Why Emily, Julia, and even Amanda !' said 
Harriet, looking around on the tearful group. 
' What in the world did I say, that should affect 
you so V 
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* Harriet, will you listen to me ? perhaps I may 
excite one throb of sympathy in your heart, by 
disclosing to you the secret of Mrs. Cbatmers' 
thoughtful and meek spirit.' 

As Sophia invited their attention to a recital, 
it was pleasant to see the willingness manifested 
by the group to listen to her, though she was 
about to set forth ^Meekness — a grace too much 
slighted, and too often coupled with the inactfyi- 
ty of those who have no energy of charact^r^ and 
who are constitutionally placid. Meekness as a 
grace is an acquired characteristic, and much en- 
ergy must be called forth, ere many who now 
have it not, can possess it — ere all Emily's friends 
will be of the meek. 

With a calm and sweet expression of counte- 
nance, Sophia began :— ' Caroline was once as 
gay, careless, and fond of the world's gear and 
glitter as you ; but deep, far down in her inner- 
most heart, was a mine of the purest and holiest 
affection, which, perhaps, a smooth, quiet, and 
untroubled life would have failed to open. But 
it was early penetrated by a severe infliction, and 
the treasures which from it have sprung to bless 
and cheer the cast down and sorrowing, where- 
ever they may be, have caused many to bow in 
deeper devotion and gratitude to that Father who 
wounds but to heal. She and her brother were 
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the younger children you know of a wealthy pa- 
rent. Early in life they were deprived of their 
mother, and Caroline was left to the charge of 
her elder sisters. They all loved her tenderly, 
but the deep affection she would have bestowed 
on a mother, seemed granted to her brother Ed- 
gar. No little care or trouble of her younger 
days was wept over in secret, — there were no 
tasks that she struggled through alone ,^-no pleas- 
ure that she enjoyed privately, for her fond young 
heart knew where was the one ever ready to par- 
ticipate with her. And then as years advanced 
— O you that have kind, noble brothers, know 
the joys their intercourse must have granted them 
— he was her protector and counsellor — she the 
true, gentle friend. 

Their sweet intercourse was first broken by 
his removal to college ; and the young Caroline, 
who had never doubted his infallibility, thought 
and prayed only that he might i;eturn and find 
her all he wished. Bright were the pictures her 
fancy wove of her noble young brother, leaving 
his seclusion in future years, crowned with the 
laurels of success, and going abroad with a firm 
manly purpose to enlighten and purify his fellow 
beings. 

All of his vacations were passed with his sis- 
ter, and her bright young dreams were pictured 
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to faim. At first they found .a ready response ; 
soon they were unheeded, then laughed at, while 
he carelessly patted her cheek, and called her a 
silly, ignorant girl. After a season he found no 
time for intercourse with her, but his days of 
recreation were devoted to excursions abroad, 
with the companions he had brought with him 
from college* Caroline searched within her own 
heart for the change, fearing she had not culti- 
vated her mind aright to become his companion, 
and more earnestly did she strive to fit herself 
for intercourse with his, as she thought, nobler 
mind. 

Alas ! she knew not that in that secluded and 
far ofi" retreat — his college home, foul sin and 
crime could lurk. She knew not that even there 
the false prophet with his glittering veil could 
enter, and by his vain attractions lure many of 
the yielding and unsuspecting ere he threw aside 
the sheen and displayed his hideous aspect. 
Poor, unfortunate Edgar ! his trusting and yield- 
ing heart soon became a prey to some hardened 
and heedless villains, and the frequent allure- 
ments of the poisonous bowl and the billiard table 
stealthily offered him, unnerved him for his 
duties, and heated his brain for more daring and 
ruthless adventures. 

Report at last came to the ears of his family. 
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They entreated and remonstrated, but all to no 
purpose. While in their presence, his natural 
tenderness of heart would yield, and he would 
promise reform ; but the serpent's coil was around 
his heart too tightly, and its fascinating eyes 
lured him beyond the light of home, and heed- 
lessly he abandoned himself to its wiles, and was 
lost 1 Offence upon offence was committed at 
college, and upon his young and careless head 
fell all the sin of the more crafty and cautious. 
He was expelled as unworthy, and came again to 
his home. Ah! how different was his return 
from what his proud friends had anticipated I 
His old lather for years had looked upon him as 

* The heir of bis great name, whose rising strength ere long. 
Would bear his trophies well ;' 

And when he beheld his degradation he looked 
on him with bitterness and reproach, while he 
told him of his withered, wasted hopes. His 
sisters feeling that all their entreaties had been 
disregarded, almost spurned him from their pres- 
ence, as a disgrace to their noble house. For 
days he would wander from his home, and return 
not until impelled by necessity. His wants were 
coldly and mechanically attended to; and so 
carefully had he been nurtured that he knew not 
as yet how to dispense with many services it 
was difficult to obtain. Caroline alone, amidst 
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ttll his degradation and estrangement^ looked ten- 
derly upon him^ spoke kindly to him, and was 
ever ready to do what she could for his comfort. 
Often when with his hrain heated and bewildered 
he had thrown himself on the couch that one 
careful friend had smoothed for him, he would 
awake from his stupor with a soft hand bathing 
tenderly his fevered brow, while low but fervent 
prayers were breathed to heaven for his relief 
and reformation. Sometimes the anguish of re* 
morse would come, and he would rise from his 
couch and throwing his- arms around that young 
creature's neck, he would weep bitter tears of 
penitence, and promise amendment. SSiB proud 
spirit would not brook the scornful and indignant 
glances of his friends, nor would he kneel to 
them for pardon, and. he at last formed the resolve 
of quitting them forever. 

The eve before his departure he stole into 
Caroline's room, and looking over her shoulder, 
found her intently reading her littles bible that he 
had given her in their hours of happiness. 
Thoughts of his young, innocent days came to 
him, and he laid his head upon her bosom and 
wept like a child. * Caroline, pray for me, a 
hardened wretch!' he sobbed. * There is no 
feeling in my heart save for you. And through 
your tenderness alone shall I ever be restored/ 

13 
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' Edgar, Edgar !' exclaimed she, straining him 
convulsively to her bosom — * I would weep my 
life away for your recovery. I feel that I could 
spend my days in prayers and supplications for 
you. O why will you not returh to the path of 
innocence and virtue ? O kneel, kneel with me 
here and promise it !' 

^ I promise it, sister, but not here. I am a mis- 
erable, degraded man. The good all shun me — 
the vicious alone claim me as of their society. 
My father and sisters loathe me ; you and you 
alone art kind and gentle with me. I must de- 
part. Ask me nothing more. You alone will 
care for my absence, and I promise you some day 
that you shall hear from me.' 

Caroline could not remonstrate, for she felt she 
could bear any thing for the sake of his recovery, 
and his face seemed lighted up with a high resolve. 

Nothing was heard for a long time of Edgar. 
No one seemed to care whither he had j;one. 
The young clergyman who had taken the pastoral 
charge of that humble, but very worthy society, 
had met Caroline often in her walks, and her 
meek, but suffering look had awakened his sym- 
pathies. He sought an introduction, and the af- 
fectionate interest he evinced for her, won from 
her the story of her grief. He sympathised in 
her sorrows, and spoke tenderly of her poor er- 
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ring brother. He knew the influences that had 
been around him to draw him from virtue, for he 
had known him at college. The christian-like 
and benevolent spirit he manifested toward the 
weak and erring, drew the heart of Caroline 
closely to his owji. In h\s society a calm and 
holy peace was infused into her soul, and she 
learned more fully than ever to heed our Savior's 
admonition, * Take my yoke upon you and learn 
of me, for I am meek and lowly of heart, and ye 
shall find rest to your souls.' 

A deep and holy affection for each other grew 
within their hearts from their intercourse, but 
they forebore to mention it to Caroline's father, 
for they knew that all his proud hopes were now 
centered on her, and his health, which was rap- 
idly declining, she felt should be her tenderest 
care without a thought of self. Her sisters had 
married and left the paternal home, and she was 
left his sole attendant. During her father's long 
illness she forebore to speak of her brother for 
fear of the effect upon his excitable mind, and 
she nursed him as tenderly as an infant, checking 
the least thought that arose in her mind of his 
former harshness and cruelty. 

The lamp of life waned low, and her father's 
days seemed almost spent. One evening she sat 
alone in his room supporting his pillow that he 
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might gain a little rest, for his spirits seemed 
unusually depressed, when a letter was brought 
to her. It was from Edgar. The hasty perusal 
told her anxious, throbbing heart that^ in a far-off 
land, among strangers, he had wept alone in se- 
cret for his sins, and with truth and humility had 
sought pardon from above ; but not until he had 
obtained forgiveness from his old father, could he 
feel that his pleadings for reconciliation with 
God were answered. 

When the father awoke, refreshed by his sleep, 
Caroline carefully told him of the letter and its 
contents. While she read it, tears thick and 
fast flowed doyirn those aged cheeks, and he 
groaned as he thought of his son's sufferings far 
away. ' She read his plea for pardon, and looking 
up wiA a countenance full of love, joy and hope, 
she exclaimed — Do you grant it, father V 

' O yes V said the old man, convulsively clasp- 
ing his withered hands, while the tears flowed 
faster down his pale, sunken face. * God knows 
I forgive him, and bless thee, too, my child 1' and 
he clasped his trembling arms around her neck, 
and breathed his last. 

After her father's death, Caroline made all 
effort possible to discover the true situation of 
Edgar, and won from him, by letter, the truth, 
that though engaged in business, he was often, 
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from his ignorance in worldly affairs, in deep 
want. Her father's will — dictated in a moment 
of passion — had left him penniless. A part of 
her share was willingly sacrificed for him, and 
placed in his possession without listening a mo- 
ment to a doubt of his right to it. She willingly 
relinquished her father's splendid establishment, 
and gave herself to the protection of the young 
clergyman in his humble home. All they have, 
above what is needed for their simple wants, is 
devoted to suffering humanity. They covet not 
worldly splendor, but they have sought the orna- 
ment of a ' meek and quiet spirit,' which in the 
sight of God, if not of man, is of great price. 
Edgar may never return to his home again, but 
ever will his heart respond to the touching lines 
of Byron to his sister, — for when all forsook and 
frowned upon him his sorrowing spirit could 
breathe, 

* In the desert a fountain is springing. 
In the wild waste there still is a tree, 
And a hird in the solitude singing. 
That speaks to my spirit of thee.' 

Miss Courtney paused from deep emotion. 

She had nerved herself for the recital which 

nothing but the strong hope of imprinting one 

deep and lasting impression on the hearts of those 

thoughtless young creatures, could have drawn 

from her. She had gained her desired end, for 

15* 
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not a word was lisped by the now thoughtful 
group as they raised their tearful eyes to Sophia. 
She arose^ pale and trembling with emotion that 
sprung from a love she had suppressed for years, 
and hastily she returned to her silent apartment. 
The shades of evening had gathered, and the 
group arose to depart wiser and better than when 
thej first gathered there. ' Do you not think it 
is true/ said the volatile Harriet, who had almost 
forgotten her sadness^ in wondering why the 
beautiful Sophia Courtney never marriedf— * do 
you not think it is true, as we have sometimes 
heard reported, that Edgar Norton was the first 
love of Miss Courtney^ and when he became im- 
worthy she could think of no other?' It was 
even so, Harriet. 
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CHAPTER X. 

temperance. 

Txs to ihy rules, O temperance ! that we owe 

All pleasures, wUch from health and strength may flow ; 

Vigor of body* pmlty of mind, 

Unploudtd rawon, sentiments refined.* 

We ^re soon to part, patient reader, for I have 
but one more Orace to present to your notice ; 
but though the last, it is not the least in impor- 
tance ; for it is the province of Temperance to 
preside over all the others, to guard them from 
the excesses which change virtues to vices, and 
make unsightly branches show themselves where 
once was a beautifully healthy growth and great 
promise of fruitfulness. Bf temperance we are 
not to understand that refereikce is made solely 
to one kind of indulgence that poisons the health 
of body and mind, ruins tfie happiness of home, 
distracts society, and spreads rain and desolation 
on every fide, and against the suppression of 
which so many strong and powerful measures are 
adopted and carried out ; but we airfe to under- 
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stand the restraints which the christian law of 
happiness requires us to put upon all our desires, 
that they all may he controlled in harmony with 
each other and moral excellei^ce ; and hence the 
maxim is correct, that ^ restraint is the golden 
rule of enjoyment.' 

All the passions of our heing are good, rightly 
developed and directed ; but the best may be 
prevented by intemperate indulgence. To those 
whose influence is felt at least throughout the 
little community of home, I would fain present 
this Grace in all its attractive powers. I would 
clothe it in the beautiful garments of an angel, 
that it might hover near them day and night. It 
would touch their eyelids with the first beams of 
the morning sun, and bid them rise with the grate- 
ful orisons swelling in their hearts for the thousand 
sources of enjoyment and usefulness opened to 
them. It would disperse listlessness and check 
the uprising of vain and foolish desires ; and 
would close the lips when anger or calumny 
would defile them. It would so guide them that 
they might pass through scenes of mirth and 
gaiety as the wise travelers of old passed through 
the valley of Baca — using not its enlivening 
draughts to excess, but only as means of refresh- 
ment and invigoration, to strengthen and bless. 

While my thoughts dwell on this virtue, I am 
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reminded of an incident and conversation that 
occurred some time since, while I was traveling 
in a stage coach through one of our beautiful 
New England villages. It was toward the close 
of an autumn afternoon ; the whole day had been 
speijit within the narrow limits of the coach ; but 
the tediousness of many a long mile was forgot- 
ten when its termination found us still amid the 
rich and glorious scenes of Indian summer, and 
the sad thoughts occasioned by parting with 
friends, were rendered less sad by the cheerful 
countenances and animated conversation of our 
fellow travelers. They were five in number ;— 
a communicative and sensible old lady in sable 
robes, whose kindliness of heart was manifested 
many times during our journey by the proffer of 
her snuff-box, smelling bottle, or fan, on the first 
appearance of indisposition in any of the compa* 
ny; an intelligent looking lad > h^r grandson; a 
middle aged gentleman, with free, frank, and 
courteous manners ; and two young ladies, mod- 
est, unaffected and polite. From each and all — • 
from the good old lady to the youngest one-— > 
whose greatest worldly care for the present 
seemed the protection of a delicate geranium 
from the elbow of the gentleman who in his ear- 
nestness in conversation would often forget its 
ei^istence, — there were expressions of thought 
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and feeling which have never escaped my mind ; 
and as I thought of the sweet intercourse I had 
enjoyed with loved ones whom I had left that 
morning, and felt the happy influence even of 
the society of strangers, I could not but make 
mine the language of the author of * Hyperion' — 
^ Shall I thank God for the green summer, and the 
mild air, and the flowers, and the stars, and all 
that makes this world so beautiful, and not for 
the good and beautiful beings I have known in 
it ? Has not their presence been sweeter to me 
than flowers ? Are they not higher and holier 
than the stars ? Are they not more to me than 
all things else V 

It was, as I have said, nearly sunset, and we 
had arrived at the last village in our route. It 
was situated on a plain, and as we ascended to it 
from a high hill the scene was perfectly enchant- 
ing. The light and shade on the lawns and 
meadows — the mingling of many hues on the 
thick foliage that almost screened the villagers 
homes from 'sight, all gaining additional lustre 
from the golden rays of the autumn suns, formed 
a camera obscura-like picture as we caught 
glimpses of tiny forms in the distance, and to our 
ears ascended the busy hum, mingled with the 
schoolboy's whistle, the cricket's chirp, and the 
ripling music of the mimic cascade. But the ai« 
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dor of our admiration was damped even on our 
entrance into this little Eden, for the first dwel- 
ling that met our eyes was a large neglected look- 
ing tenement, with shattered panes and broken 
blinds, and before its door lay a prostrate sign 
that bore evidence that the building had once 
been the strangei's home, but the wretched and 
bewildered beings who emerged from it, too plain- 
ly showed that it now made strangers at home. 
A cool and sparkling fountain near the door — the 
only relieving sight — attracted our weary animals, 
and the postilion drew up near it. We would 
fiadn have closed our eyes at the sight of the un- 
holy objects before us, had not a little girl, rush- 
ing into the door and crying bitterly, attracted us, 
and fastened our attention there. She seized the 
hand of one who had just entered, and almost 
drew him in his benumbed state to the door. 
He resisted her, and reached forward his hand 
for the proffered glass. She looked wildly into 
the face of the tender and exclaimed, ^ O do not 
give him more ! poor mother is sick and alone, 
while Willy and Charley are crying for bread. 
Give me that fourpence.' 

* Go off, child — ^your father can take care of 
himself,' said the man ; and the young creature, 
whose strength was exhausted by the effort, find- 
ing it wholly unavailing, came sobbing down the 
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steps* As she passed by the coach, the gentle* 
man of our party questioned her, and she simply 
and earnestly told the story of her father's down- 
fall, her desolate home, and sick mother* Her 
tender and artless eulogy on that mother drew 
tears from our eyes* A sum was dropped into 
her hands, and as she clapped them exultingly 
together, she cast a stealthy glance up toward 
the door of the house, and whispered, 'He'll 
find it' Just then the jingle of the bells of the 
baker was heard, and quick as thought, off she 
ran, as her keen appetite well understood the 
signal. Our horses were soon on their way, and 
as we passed the child, she smilingly held up 
her little shawl filled with the needful for her 
suffering home. 

^ The poor little creature makes great count of 
what is small,' said the eldest young lady whom 
the gentleman had familiarly called Isabel. 

* Ah yes,' said he, ' she has need of that now^ 
though once her home yielded her every comfort.' 

* Then you know her father, do you not V we 
observed. 

* Yes,' was the reply. * He removed here a 
few years ago from the town of my residence! 
and a sad move it was for him ; for his down^ 
ward course has been a melancholy proof of the 
effects of first yielding to the tempter/ * 'Ti« 
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true, my son/ said he, addressing the lad, * as 
one of our country's most able writers has re- 
marked, ''The lover of social pleasures little 
dreams that the glass, which animates conversa- 
tion, will ere long be drunk in solitude, and will 
sink him too low for the intercourse in which he 
now delights. Intemperance comes with a noise- 
less step, and binds its first cords with a touch 
too light to be felt." ' 

* Was he free from the spoiler's art when he 
first came here?' asked. Isabel. 

' Tes, he was always a happy, cheerful being,' 
was the answer, ' easily yielding to the excite- 
ment of amusement ; but the society by which 
he was surrounded, had ever exercised a good 
influence over him ; and not until his removal 
here, to become gardener at the residence of an 
opulent and luxurious gentleman, had he ever 
been known to indulge in stimulants. Ah, poor 
fellow, I do blame him for his weakness in exer- 
cising so little control over himself, and neglect- 
ing duty and reason ; but more do I blame the 
reckless intemperance of the man who first be- 
wildered him by the splendor and dazzle of luxu- 
rious banquets, where the sparkling wine flowed 
fireely ; and still more I blame him who, because 
of the intemperate love of gain, wilfully robs his 
family of bread, and offers no resistance to his 
16 
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weakened nerves so long as he has a penny to 
add to the avaricious purse.' 

* Ah/ said the old lady, who hy no means had 
heen an uninterested observer of the scene, ' Ah, 
there is a vast deal more intemperance in the 
world than merely the use of intoxicating drinks, 
and though it does not rob the face of its fair- 
ness, and the form of its grace and erectness, it 
does steal away the best feelings and affections 
of the heart. O my young friends,' she added, 
with much affection in her look and tones, ' in 
the course of my long life I have traced the down- 
fall of many a promising son and daughter, to the 
want of proper control over their tastes and pro- 
pensities.' 

^ It is true,' said the gentleman, after a pause, 
' and as the love of excitement seems inherent in 
our natures and is so early manifested, those to 
whom the charge of the young is committed, 
cannot be too cautious that this passion is direct- 
ed to pure and virtuous pursuits, and healthily 
indulged. There is the taste for reading, for in* 
stance, wherein the bent of the mind is so early 
discovered; when rightly directed, it is a life 
long blessing, bringing us into communion with 
the best minds ; but when left to the judgment 
of the young, untaught and imaginative, it often 
generates the bitterest curse.' 
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* The certainty of that/ said the young lady 
with the geranium, * was forced upon me when 
I recently visited an interesting friend of mine. 
I remembered her as a thoughtful, studious girl, 
who would often steal from the amusements of 
her schoolmates, that she might enjoy herself in 
that which was more congenial to her taste. Her 
mother was kind and indulgent, but possessed of 
rather an indolent mind, and had . never given a 
thought to the character of her daughter's read- 
ing, yet priding herself with the idea that her 
daughter would one day be a learned lady, be- 
cause ' she read so much.' Books of fiction, giv- 
ing false ideas of life and high wrought pictures 
of the affections, early engrossed her attention 
and vitiated her taste ; and now, she who gave 
promise of early talent and usefulness, is the 
personification of affectation and sentimental- 
ity.' 

' And perhaps,' added the gentleman, ' she will 
be led into what she considers a romantic at^ 
tachment, will make her home miserable, and the 
end will be like the scene we have witnessed 
to-day.' 

' The love of the beautiful and the power of 
imitativeness,' he continued, 'are other traits 
which can be made productive of the greatest 
happiness or misery. When rightly directed. 
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they impart elegance and grace to the humhiest 
home, and throw around it those thousand little 
charms which would otherwise he wanting^ giv- 
ing life and vigor to the whole outer and inner 
world ; but when wrongly influenced and over^ 
powering to our better judgment, and permitted 
to gratify the lower propensities of vanity and 
selfishness, their effects are often as fatal to the 
peace and prosperity of home, as many indulgen- 
ces that appear far more blameable.' 

* Yes,' said the old lady, * many a poor, wretch- 
ed parent can trace the line of her misfortune 
back to the time when she coveted the gay dress, 
or rich piece of furniture, of her more prosperous 
neighbor, and permitted the thoughts of it to re- 
volve in her mind until she persuaded herself it 
was actually necessary that she should have it.' 

' The fondness for amusements and over indul- 
gence in their accompanying luxuries,' said our 
intelligent looking Isabel, * too often proves to be 
the "joy that in the end hath heaviness ;" for 
the faculties and vigor of body and mind will soon 
yield to their enervating power. I have a friend 
who would set no limits to the gratification of this 
taste, excusing herself with the plea that it was 
perfectly innocent and harmless. She had a 
brother whose careless and intemperate habits 
caused her much sorrow and mortification ; she 
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had time after time plead with him to resist, but 
in vain. One evening, just before her departure 
to a ball, she had been more than ever earnest, 
when somewhat excited, her brother exclaimed, 
"Ellen, what is the use of all this! You must 
practise what you preach, ere FU follow you. 
Here you've been a whole week employing all 
your powers to complete that splendid dress. 
You will spend the most of the night at the ball, 
will return wearied and sick, and will scarcely 
make an effort to arouse yourself until another 
ball calls you to study out another fashion. Now 
I advise you never to tell me of talent wasted^ 
and of time misspent, again, until you direct your 
own to a little more advantage." The appeal 
forced conviction to her mind, and since that time 
she has been a different being.' 

* And yet,' said the geranium holder, with a 
slight blush, * you do not join in the indiscrimi- 
nate condemnation of the amusement of dancing 
and its gaieties V 

* By no means,' answered Isabel, with anima- 
tion. * The Jews celebrated their sacred festivids 
with dancing, and I think it a pleasant and 
healthy excitement when rightly attended to. I 
often recall the remark of Mrs. Hamilton in that 
portion of her letters on Education which treats 
of Religion. She says — *^ Let me not be laughed 
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at for the confession, and I shall freely acknow- 
ledge that I at this moment look hack with in- 
finite pleasure to the delightful period, when, 
with the simplicity of infant innocence, I poured 
out my little soul in grateful thanks to the Al- 
mighty for the happiness enjoyed at a dancing 
school hall." * And she speaks also,' added Isabel, 
' of the benefit produced to her mind from the 
powerful association of felicity with the Divine 
favor.' 

' A singular confession,' said the gentleman, 
* but one worthy of being remembered.' 

' I'm sure I can make one like it,' said the 
more confident geranium holder. 

' And so can I,' added Isabel, ' but I question 
if any such religious feelings are awakened by the 
fashionable and promiscuous balls now so common.' 

Just as she ended the coach stopped at the 
Post Office of the village in which our journey 
was to terminate. Two men stood before the 
door engaged in high dispute. We should not 
have imagined from their menacing looks and 
angry tones that Religion was the subject, had 
not a few remarks met our ears which decided 
the case. 

* There,' said our gentleman, ' is another species 
of Intemperance — the intemperance of speech. 
Those men will extol the light of reason, inde- 
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peiideiice of mind, aud the value of discussion. 
Yet if one sees proper to differ in opinion from 
the other^ he is in danger of being called a fool, 
a heretic, or a blinded soul ; which he returns 
with no gentler speech, or greater consideration. 
Each one is certain that all the light and know- 
ledge belongs to himself, or his sect, and the rest 
are wrong* Ah ! tis thus that our holy religion 
becomes a jest and a bye word to the thoughtless 
and indifferent. The zealous partizaus, unmind- 
ful of the legitimate effects of Christianity, be- 
come the harsh and unspiritual, and furnish them- 
selves with the weapons of opposition, brandish- 
ing them to display their skill at every oppor- 
tunity, and manifestly for their own glory. Thus 
they clearly prove that their hearts have receiv- 
ed none of the spirit of the religion they laud.' 

As the gentleman paused, our friend Isabel — 
who had apparently waited until the last moment, 
that she might lose none of his remarks — arose 
and modestly thanking us for the pleasure of her 
ride, took leave, saying to the gentleman as she 
descended from the steps — * You must call to- 
morrow, Doctor you know not how mother has 
improved under your care.' 

* There,' said he, as soon as the door closed 
and the coach again moved on — * There is a per- 
fect model of Temperance, — so good an illustra- 

17 
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tion of our general theme that I cannot let it 
pass without notice, and I am glad for this reason 
that we are all bound to the extreme part of the 
town. In Isabel's short life she has known the 
extremes of affluence and penury ; but so equally 
balanced are all her feelings and desires, that it 
has produced no jar in the nice harmony of her 
noble mind. When surrounded by the blandish- 
ments of elegant society and the allurements of 
luxurious habits and customs, her pure mind 
yielded not to their temptations, and she early 
felt that the abundance around her did not release 
her from obligations to her fellow beings, and 
that happiness consisted in yielding her powers 
to the service of God and his children. 

She sought the law of right to direct her every 
thought and act, and strictly obeying its injunc- 
tions, a beautiful agreement was produced in her 
mental, moral, and physical constitution. She 
may pass through changes and trials, but her 
well disciplined mind will discover in them her 
clearer title to an inheritance above. Since her 
change of circumstances, her virtues have shown 
out with moie strength and beauty than ever ; 
for she has proved the support and comfort of a 
declining mother, and the hope and joy of a dis- 
appointed father.' 

' Does she reside here V asked one. 
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The country it was thought might be benefi- 
cial to her mother's health, and during this sum- 
mer she has boarded here — her daughter defray- 
ing the expenses and adding to her comfort in 
many ways by the proceeds of a school she has 
procured here ; she appropriates none of her earn- 
ings to herself, save what is absolutely necessary. 
She has just returned from a visit to her father, 
for his employment will not allow him to also 
dwell here, and she knows he need^ her society 
sometimes. She will soon return to the city 
with her mother, and the prudence she has exer- 
cised has enabled her father to procure a pleasant 
winter residence for them. 

Here the halting of our horses at the hotel put 
an end to the conversation, and as I was the only 
one to tarry there over night, I bid farewell to 
my pleasant companions with feelings of regret, 
commending the young schoolmistress to the 
gentleman's care. And as the carriage passed 
away, I could not help thinking in my heart that 
he who will exert himself, as the Doctor had to 
interest and improve and make pleasant the time 
to stage-coach travelers, and remove the restraints, 
coldness, and often rudeness to which they are 
liable — is a public benefactor. 
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